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‘THE GREELEY PILL: 


MIXED AT CINCINNATI, AND TAKE AT 
BALTIMORE JULY 10, 1872. 
[See Double-page Illustration in our last N umb 7.) 
Arz—The Mistletoe Bough, 
Turre was an old doctor that wore a whi:e hat; 
He made pills of Tree Love and Free F rms and 
all that; 
Patent pills %. pig-iron and copper and wy ol, 
And expe ed to cure Free Trade with ‘em the fool. 
And, first to be seen, like a quack at a far, 
This whappaquack mounted an editor’s ct tir, 
With one pant in one boot, and he sung but one tune, 
That the pill for all ill was his daily 7rib::ne. 
Oh, the Tribune old pill! 
Oh, the Greeley old pill! 


Then he politics tried, and sought as Rep blican 
To feed at the public crib, drink from the f iblic can. 
Bill Seward and Weed took him in as a _ irtner, 
But the share that pill brought wasn’t wht he was 
arter ; 
For the fee that he sought was an office (f trust, 
To be of the upper political crust. 
For this he called all Southern Democrats: knaves, 
And be hated them more than he loved heir poor 
slaves. 
Oh, the political pill! 
Oh, the Greeley old pill! 


So he cut the concern, and to farming he-went: 
What he knew about farming wasn’t worth ; red cent. 
lie grew broom-corn to get the broom-h “‘ndles for 
lumber ; 
He planted a cow, and he milked a cow- ‘umber. 
But although in his farming things lool'ed rather 
mixed, 
He in politics soon got himself snugly fix d 
By not knowing, when Tammany Rings wer in vogue, 
A Republican saint from a Tammany rogu . 
Oh, the farming old pill! 
Oh, the Greeley old pill! 


When the plague of secession broke ont \‘1is quack 
cried, 
** Oh, this plague may kill some one; the U.ion must 
slide.” 
So the Democrats said, “‘ You’re the doctor we want ; 
Doctor Lincoln we killed, but our death is t is Grant. 
His practice with Ku-Klux is thorough at-d bold, 
And he leaves the big rebels all out in th. cold. 
Help, Tammany friends in Republican rat ks! 
Come, Greeley, Doolittle! We'll take evel. ‘bon I 
Oh, the Tammany pill! : 
Oh, the Greeley old pill! 


Theri Seymour and Belmont and honest E.1] Tweed, 
Schurz, Sumner, and sore-headed Fenton, -igreed 
To follow the war-path no more, but inst .ad 
To bury the hatchet—in Doctor Grant’s h-ad; 
And while dying Democracy’s blood was -et warm 
Let Greeley prescribe his new pill called 4eform: 
Reform poor Democracy up on her feet; 
Reform himself into good Doctor Grant's seat. 

Oh, the reforming old pill! 

Oh, the Greeley old pill! 


Democracy lay on her Baltimore bed, 
No mortal could tell whether living or dé id. 
Doctor Greeley appeared, and said, ‘‘ My d var friend, 
My ends will be served by postponing yc ir end. 
Just settle your stomach to settle my bill 
And take me down quickly, for 7 am the pill.” 
Belmont shuts her eyes,.and one Burr hold; her nose; 
A gasp opens her mouth, and down Gree ey goes. 
Oh, that Baltimore pill! 
Oh, that Greeley old pill! 


Now Greeley is swallowed, the question 1 \ust be, 
How with such a weak stomach the pill rill agree. 
With a patient so sick such a pill can nc | fail 
To agree just as Jonah agreed with the \ hale. 
With griping and groaning, and groaning again, 
SheJl bear it because she must bear it, ai J then, 
The last effort of nature, the last of her .vill, 5 
In November she'll throw up the old Gre: ley pill. 
Oh, that Baltimore pill! 
Oh, the Greeley old pill! 
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THE CAMPAIGN. | 


HE activity of the Presidential « ampaign 
is now at its height. The wh )le argu- 
ment upon both sides has been sub .nitted to 
the country, and there remains onl: the nec- 
essary repetition and appeal. The ‘nly nov- 
elty will be new slanders, and of tk »se there 
will apparently be no lack. Inde :d, every 
sincere friend of the Administrati mn, every 
man who comprehends the enorn ous risk 
of surrendering the government t¢ a party 
which comprises all the most per lous ele- 
ments in the country—a party to v hich Mr. 
GREELEY says that the most d sngerous 
classes naturally attach 
that the Administration is not ser‘ously as- 
sailed upon its policy or success, bi t almost 
eyelusively upon personal grounds. 
<The friends of the President, or his man- 
ners, or the probable scope of his informa- 
tion, or his tastes, are offensive to s mebody. 
He has appointed a relation to ofi ce, or he 
accepted a house after the war. § »mebody 


thinks that he merely pretends ar interest 


in the reform of the civil service. He has 
bought land under questionable circum- 
stances, and somebody would like to know 
about this stock or that investment. Some- 
body anonymously asserts that in “ RINGO’s 
banking house in Mexico, Missouri,” he de- 
clared that he would have fought for slav- 
ery if he had only understood the situation. 
Somebody else heard Mr. WILSON agree that 
he was a confirmed inebriate. Then a great 
Senator tells us that he “ gobbles gossip” 
and quarrels, but does not say with whom. 
He is also pretentious, although those who 


see him most nearly have not discovered it. 


Ascending a little in the scale of slander, 
the President is a gloomy despot, a CZSAR, 
a trampler upon the rights of human nature 
—as LINCOLN used to be a gorrilla, an ape, 
and a third-rate lawyer. 

* Then, leaving him for a moment, we are 
assured ‘that his supporters are bought. The 
office-holders—those nameless creatures in 
human form whose essential worthlessness 
is well known to the office-seekers—are his 
chief friends. Nobody else favors him. Mr. 
FENTON thinks he is a very poor President, 
and General COCHRANE will despair of po- 
litical purity if the Democratic party does 
not succeed. Mr. FERNANDO WOOD, also, 
announces that all good men are united 
upon GREELEY and Brown; and the worst 
henchmen of the old Tammany Ring were 
the first to salute the prospect of reform 
which was disclosed by the nomination of 
Mr. GREELEY. Besides, all those gentlemen 
whom Mr. Oakes AMES bought with his 
Credit Mobilier stock, they are knaves, and 
they are all zealous for the President. Such 
swindlers as BOUTWELL and Dawes and 
HENRY WILSON, who is notoriously oppress- 
ively rich, and the dishonest GARFIELD, and 
PATTERSON of New Hampshire—what could 
be expected of them but. that they would 
support the President, although they know 
him to be that monster of ignorance and in- 
competence which those patriots, PEMBER- 
TON and LEE, long ago discovered ? 

This is. the character of the campaign 
against the Administration. For its great 
success, its plain results, can not be denied. 
The crowning proof of them is the horrible 
extremity of the Democratic party, which 
desperately attempts to steal success by 
adopting a candidate and a platform pre- 
sented by those who had been its political 
opponents. Now if the Administration had 
failed, a personal campaign might be suc- 
cessful. If the debt had increased or been 
but slowly removed; if economy had been 
despised ; if equal rights had been neglect- 
ed; if the Ku-Klux had not been restrained ; 
‘if foreign difficulties had grown into war; if 
industry had languished ; if there had been 
financial distress; if there had been want of 
confidence and consequent instability ; if, in 
a word, instead of unprecedented prosperity 
and general contentment, there had been in- 
security and apprehension, then a simple 
cry would have sufficed. Nepotism, or Ce- 
sarism, or Grantism, or syllogism, or rheu- 
matism would have been enough. Off with 
hishead! A change at any cost! After the 
panic and crash of 1837 Mr. VAN BUREN’s 
gold spoons were enough. Mr. OGLE—we 
think that was his name—did more to throw 
out VAN BUREN than WEBSTER or CLay. It 
was not then a CzSsaR in the White House. 
It was a SARDANAPALUS, and out he went. 

Now the speeches of Senator CONKLING 
and of Governor JEWELL at the Cooper In- 
stitute, with many others, have shown how 
false the personal scandals about the Presi- 
dent are. He, meanwhile, has kept the even 
tenor of his way, and those who know how 
faithful and honorable a man he is have 
watched to see whether in the midst of the 
actual results of his administration his fel- 
low-citizens would permit the great party 
of freedom and of the war to be swept from 
power by the falsehoods told of him. Every 
one of them has been amply answered. The 
discussion has been constantly brought back 
to the vital point—is the welfare of the 
country, are the rights and interests of all 
sections and of all citizens, more secure in 
the hands of the Democratic party with its 
Republican recruits than with the Repub- 
licans? This is the point which, when 
clearly seen, is so conclusive of the whole 
debate that the Democrats and their al- 
lies seek persistently to obscure it. Yes, 
they say, the debt is reduced, but Grant 
loiters by the sea. Yes, there is immense 
saving in the collection of the revenue, but 
Mr. Casey is still Collector at New Orleans. 
Yes, there is general confidence and indus- 
trial prosperity, but didn’t Mr. JONEs give 
the President a lot of land, for which he was 
made minfster to Belgium? Yes,.we have 
honorable peace with all the world, and the 
English thorn is extracted, but there’s that 
Seneca stone. -Yes, the equal rights of all 
American citizens are protected at home as 
well as abroad, but the President “ gobbles 
gossip.” 

A more melancholy and degrading cam- 
paign was never known than that against 
the Administration, It is the expiring ef- 


fort of one of the most powerful and most 
pernicious political parties ever known—a 
party whose final Gieergenisation will be a 
victary for civilization. 


THE GENEVA ARBITRATION. 


THE prompt action of the Geneva Tribunal, 
and its award of “ a lump sum” to the Unit- 
ed States, is a subject of more than national 
congratulation. From the beginning of the 
negotiation the real interest has been the 
practicability of settling by arbitration so 
serious a dispute, involving such excited and 
angry feelings, as that between the United 
States and England. There was undoubt- 
edly a want of clear mutual understanding 
among the negotiators as to the indirect 
claims; and there was practically a compro- 
mise in the. manner in which that point was 
finally settled by the Tribunal. England 
declared that she would not appear at Ge- 
neva unless we withdrew those claims. We 
stated that we would leave to the Tribunal 
the decision whether they were admissible. 
The result was that the Tribunal, as it were 
in chambers, or semi-officially, said that they 
could not be entertained. Each power ac- 
cepted, as it should have done, this practical 
solution of the embarrassment, and the ques- 
tion of negligence and damages then pro- 
ceeded to debate. During all the prelimi- 
nary discussion in the English and American 
press and by the two Governments of the 
“indirect claims” there was a great deal of 
misunderstanding and confusion, and a great 
deal of the rhetoric of national pride. The 
point is now happily settled, and need not 
be reconsidered. 

In acquiescing in the arbitration the Unit- 
ed States have always said that their object 
was not so much pecuniary damages, which 
is 4 merely national and selfish gain, as the 
determination of rules of international faw 
and the great precedent of arbitration, both 
of which are gains for civilization. But all 
three results have been accomplished. The 
arbitration has been prompt and complete, 
and conducted with a conspicuous dignity 
which has commanded the attention of all 
civilized stages. The neutrality rules of the 
treaty have been confirmed by the success 
of the méthod prescribed by the treaty, and 
the pecuniary award, rendered without long 
delay or reference to assessors, is as large as 
was probably expected. It is impossible that 
in so great a transaction there should not be 
quibbles and cavils of hostile criticism. But 
évery patriotic American must profoundly 
rejoice that so menacing a difficulty has been 
so happily settled, and that the President 
who as general honorably and uncondition- 
ally ended the war in the field should have 
adjusted by peaceful arbitration, furnishing 
a precedent against war for all nations, the 
chief foreign complication which survived 
the struggle. 

There is indirectly in the decision of the 
Tribunal a justification of American diplo- 
macy, which is, of course, very agreeable to 
the country, and is a personal triumph to 
the diplomatists. We mean that the Geneva 
decision in regard to the Alabama confirms 
the various positions taken by Mr. CHARLES 
FRANCIS ADAMS, when United States minis- 


.ter in London, in his correspondence with 


Lord RussELL. He contended that the Brit- 
ish Government failed to use due diligence in 
the performance of its neutral obligations; 
that notwithstanding the official representa- 
tions of the agents of the United States, it 
omitted to prevent the building of the ships, 
and issued its orders of detention too late to 


be effective, while the admission of the ship 


to British colonial ports was a continuance 
of the offense. Four of the five arbitrators 
agree in this statement; the English arbi- 
trator, Sir ALEXANDER COCKBURN, declines 
to accept their reasons, but offers his own, 
which at this writing we have not seen. 
But the text of the decision shows that in 
the cases of the Alabama and Florida the Tri- 
bunal is of opinion that England violated 
her neutrality. Sir ALEXANDER COCKBURN 
probably alleges that she did not, as the 
London Times declares. But the decision 
speaks for itself. 

We rejoice especially, however, in the fact 
of the arbitration. It is a great precedent 
established. There have, indeed, been a 
great many international references to peace- 
ful settlement. But there has been none of 
the magnitude of this, and of the peculiar ir- 
ritatien of feeling which attended it. The 
quarrel is settled, so far as such a difference 
can ever be settled. No arbitration and no 
war can remove national feeling or jealousy. 
Ag the younger branch of the English race, 
there will be always the advantage and the 
disadvantage of a common family relation 
between the countries. It is that which 
makes such a settlement as this both more 
imperative and more difficult. In the midst 
of a hot Presidential contest we must ex- 
pect, of course, to hear from the enemies of 
the Administration that it has sacrificed the 
honor, the glory, and the happiness of the 
American name. We must resign ourselves 


to learn that the cowardly President has 
truckled to the English lion, and that the 
American negotiators were outwitted in 
Washington, and the American counsel suc- 
cessfully browbeaten at Geneva. Then what 
ravishing pictures we shall have of what 
might have been! Had the Democratic par- 
ty but had the management of this business, 
how the Democratic President GREELEY 
would have put a ring through the nose of 
the awful lion that frightens poor GRANT, 
and have taught him “to roar you as gently 
as any sucking dove!” Let us, however, 
leave something to the imagination. That 
is a spectacle which we shall never see. 


THE DEMOCRATIC NOMINATION 
IN MASSACHUSETTS. 


THE nomination of Mr. SUMNER for Gov- 
ernor of Massachusetts by the Democrats 
was both cruel and absurd. It was cruel, 
because, had he accepted, the party which 
has always hated him would have had the 
sweet revenge of withdrawing him from th6 
Senate of the United States, where he has 
always opposed their principles and policy, 
and of humiliating him by exposing him to 
overwhelming defeat from his truest polit- 
ical friends. It was absurd, because he 
knew, and the country knew, that not one 
distinctive act or principle of his political 
life was approved by the party which offered 
him the nomination, and that the only ob- 
ject in offering it was to try to destroy the 
party which is the hope of continued liberty, 
progress, and peace inthe Union. Had there 
been a new party formed, the case would be 
different. But the nomination was part of 
a scheme not to organize and develop a new 
party, but, under false pretenses, to restore 
the Democratic party. It was a bit of the 
Baltimore game—the nomination of a Re- 
publican as a blind. How mere a blind, how 
thin a mask, Maine and Vermont show. In 
the Democratic party the “ liberal” drop 
that was formerly Republican is not large 
enough even tocolor it or to flavor it, It is 
absorbed without a trace. 

“Do you fear to be swallowed up by that 
old Democratic party?” asked Mr. ScuHURz, 
in St. Louis. “ Why, it has itself been swal- 
lowed up by this new era.” That is the des- 
perate theory of the gentlemen who were 
confounded and betrayed by the Cincinnati 
movement. It has been their fatal error 
from the first. They played a game which 
they did not understand, and sharpers have 
outwitted them. Mr. SUMNER himself was 
entreated by those sharpers. But he resist- 
ed. Then he made his speech against the 
President. He opposed himself to the evi- 
dent conviction and wish of his party, and 
asserted that the nomination of General 
GRANT would show that the Republican 
party was false and rotten. The response 
was renomination by the acclamation of the 
party every where. That renomination was 
a party reproof which Mr. SUMNER felt. His 
course was then hard but inevitable. He 
had declared that the renomination of the 
President would release every Republican 
from party allegiance, and he had depicted 
General GRANT as a monster whose re-elec- 
tion must be defeated at every cost. He 
had, therefore, to pronounce for Mr. GREE- 
LEY, and make the best of it. It was the 
severest struggle of his life. But his old 
enemies had no pity, and they nominated 
him as the Democratic candidate for Gov- 
ernor of Massachusetts! Happily Mr. Scum- 
NER is in Europe. a 


MR. BOUTWELL AND THE OAKES 
AMES STORY. 


LonG before this paper is issued the ex- 
planation of Mr. Oakes AMES, in regard to 
the alleged bribery by him of some of the 
most honorable public men in the country, 
will be universally known. But it should 
teach every body the worthlessness of such 
charges against men who have lived for 
years in full public view without stain of 


‘any kind. Mr. AMEs says: 


“IT now reiterate and reaffirm the statement, with 
the further declaration that I never gave a share of 
stock of that or any other company, directly or indi- 
rectly, to any member of Congress.... The list of 
names given by M‘Cooms, as indorsed on my letter 
and published, was written by himself, as he stated 
when under oath at the hearing in Pennsylvania. He 
had no authority from me for making any such state- 
ment.” 


Mr. Ames farther says that all the legis- 
lation in aid of the Pacific Railroad, for 
which the bribes were said to have been 
given, occurred years before these alleged 
transactions. 

As we state elsewhere, it is upon such 
stories that the GREELEY movement depends 
to overthrow the Administration. This cal- 
umpny is part of the desperate effort to prove 
the President and his friends knaves. The 
Secretary of the Treasury, Mr. BOUTWELL, is 
one of the names that appeared among those 
who were bribed. Now there was never a 
more honest man im public or private life in 
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this country than Mr. BoUTWELL. The tra- 
ditional Republican plainness and integrity 
mark his whole character and career, He 
has the tastes, the training, the experience, 
and the temperament of a public man. 
Strictly “a temperance man,” he lives with 
a simplicity that would have charmed old 
SAMUEL ADAMS, It has been the habit of 
his life always to live upon the salary of his 
office, and to save his separate earnings; 
and faithful adherence to this resolution has 
made him truly independent. 
When he was Governor of Massachusetts 
. he was a thrifty country merchant at Gro- 
ton. During the sessions of the Legislature 
he was in his office at the State-house, in 
- Boston, during the proper hours, and return- 
ed at the close of the day to superintend his 
business. His honesty, fidelity, and sobri- 
ety were gradualiy rewarded with a modest 
competence; but the simple habit of his life 
was unchanged. It continues to this day. 
He is the Secretary of the Treasury, the 
financial minister of one of the great powers 
upon the globe; but he lives in the plainest 
way, and his cordial, direct, and frank man- 
ner reveals the upright and modest man. 
Probably there was no man of the least in- 
telligence, if, indeed, there was any person 
whatsoever, who believed that Mr. Bout- 
WELL had been bribed, or that any thing in 
his conduct required explanation as to its 
integrity. 

Least of all did those who published the 
story believeit. But it is illustrative of the 
-hollowness and insincerity of the GREELEY 
campaign. It is like the quotation of Mr. 
‘TRUMBULL from the Civil Service Report, 
which, he says, alleges that a quarter of the 
revenue is lost every year by the corruption 
and incompetence of the Administration. 
Mr. TRUMBULL does not believe it, nor pro- 
fess to believe it. He only tries to make 
others believe it by pointing to the report, 
and asking if the President’s friends are not 
to be trusted upon such a point, although he 
knows precisely the scope of the report and 
the exact significance of the quotation. The 
prospects of “ Purity, Honesty, and Reform” 
from the coalition of Democrats and GREE- 
LEY men do not appear to be encouraging. 


MUD AS AN ARGUMENT. 


WE speak elsewhere of the slanders of 
thiscampaign. There is a storm of the most 
reckless falsehoods, incessantly repeated a.t- 
er the most constant exposure. But the 
spirit in which they are told is one that does 
not care forthetruth, Aiming to wound, it 
is indifferent to every thing else. Nothing 
illustrates this spirit better than the story 
about the Credit Mobilier which was leveled 
at the Republican candidate for the Vice- 
Presidency and some of the most eminent 
Republicans in Congress. They were charged 
with having received money, directly or in- 
directly, to favor certain legislation. The 
charge needed no answer. Their characters 
were their sufficient defense. But they nev- 
ertheless made a formal, explicit denial. 
The GREELEY papers thereupon told them 
that it was not enough. They must prove 
that they told the trath. They were evading. 
In fine, they were guilty, and they need not 
try todeny it. Nothing could be baser, noth- 
ing more degrading, than such journalism. 

So with the story of General GRANT’s 
drunkenness. Senator WILSON was quoted 
as the authority. He instantly and un- 
equivocally denied that he had ever said 
that he had seen the President intoxicated, or 
that he believed him to have been so, but he 
did say that he regretted that he was not a 
total abstinent. And thereupon the GREE- 
LEY press declared that Senator WILSON ad- 
mitted that the President was a drunkard. 
Of course the editors who had read his let- 
ter knew that he had said exactly the op- 
posite, and that the object of his letter was 
to deny the story. ° 

Mr. R. H. Dana, Jun., of Boston, was al- 
leged to have received money for the de- 
fense of colored men claimed as fugitive 
slaves under the cruel and infamous bill 
passed by those who are now trying to elect 
Mr. GREELEY, and who are very anxious to 
have a chance to-protect the new rights of 
the late slaves. We knew that the charge 
was false, and said so. Mr. EDMUND QUINCY 

‘wrote to the New York Tribune, denying the 
truth of the story, and stating that Mr. DANA 
did, of course, receive a fee, which was cer- 
tainly not large, for his defense of “the 
SHADRACH rescuers,” who were no more fu- 
gitive slaves than the editors of the Tribune 
and World. 

There’.pon a correspondent of the World, 
who had made the statement on which the 
charge was based, ‘tays that. he only said 
that Mr. Dana “received a fee for his serv- 
ices in the cause of freedom,” and that Mr. 
QuINcY confirms the truth of his assertion. 
He asserts that what he meant to say was 
that Mr. Dana received payment as a law- 
yer “from the scanty treasury of the Ab- 
olitionists......those true and disinterested 
friends” of the slave. Now Mr. Epmunp 


QUINCY was one of that very group, and he 
thinks that Mr, DaNa, in the case of the 
rescuers, did what he should have done. 

But that is not the question. Mr. DANA 
was charged with receiving money for de- 
fending fugitive slaves. This correspond- 
ent calls himself “an old org.”—an original, 
old organization, Garrisonian Abolitionist. 
He ought to know, therefore, that the es- 
sence of a statement lies in its moral inten- 
tion, When he said that Mr. Dana received 
a fee for services in the cause of freedom, he 
meant to brand him, or he was willing that 
he should be branded, as a man who had 
been paid for defending fugitives. If he did 
not—if he meant only that Mr. DANA was 
paid for his professional services in the res- 
cue trials, in which no fugitive slaves were 
defended, and received a fee, as Mr. EVARTS 
did for his services in the LEMMON case 
against Mr. O’Conor—why cid he permit 
the assertion to be made, upon the authority 
of his statement, that Mr. Dana was paid for 
defending fugitives? His silence interprets 
his intention. The publication of Mr. QUIN- 
cy’s letter was delayed in the Tribune office, 
unintentionally, as it alleges, for a fortnight. 
But “Old Org.” did nothing to correct the 
slander which was based upon his state- 
ment, and when the letter was published, 
“Old Org.” cries, “ Just what I said!” TLat 
is a morality which he did not learn in the 
old organization. 

It is this reckless licentiousness of the 
press which is one of the most powerful foes 
of political morality in this country. Men 
may be very able and very patriotic and 
very willing to serve the state upon fair 
conditions. They may be perfectly willing 
to encounter opposition to their opinions and 
arguments and policies. But few men care 
to expose themselves to the most malignant 
and ingenious falsehood. A man who is 
highly successful in his profession, and uni- 
versally respected and honored, will not be 
strongly tempted to take part in public af- 
fairs at the cost of the loss both of his in- 
come and of his reputation, Moreover, the 
press injures itself by such conduct, like all 
falsifiers. It teaches its readers disbe- 
lieve it. The perilous truth which ought to 
be known about men and affairs will not be 
credited when told by a paper which has 
shown that it does not care for the truth, but 
only for the plausibility, of its statement; 
There are papers which never correct an as- 
sertion which they have made. They call 
it good journalism. But that is — 
what it is not. It may be good iness, 
but no more. Such a paper may become a 
valuable property, but it is not a moral pow- 
er. Mr. ParTon’s last article upon THOMAS 
JEFFERSON, @ series which when collected 
will be the popular and permanent lifo of 
JEFFERSON, ends with a shrewd remark. 
“ The licentiousness of the press,” said JEF- 
FERSON to THOMAS PAINE in 1787, “ pro- 
duces the same effect which the restraint of 
the press was intended to do. If the re- 
straint prevents things from being told, the 
licentiousness of the press prevents things 
from being believed when they are told,” 


_A PLAIN TALE. 


Mr. Henry B. BLACKWELL, who accom- 
panied the San Domingo Commission, has 
written to the Boston Advertiser an admira- 
bly clear and concise history of the whol¢ 
expedition in reply to the charges of Mr. 
ScuMNER. Mr. SUMNER cites the conduct of 
the Administration not only as a direct vio- 
lation of international law, but as especially 
insulting to the colored republic of Hayti. 
But no one who has read carefully Mr. Sum- 
NER’S speeches upon the subject can help 
wondering at his exclusive sympathy for the 
powerful colored republic upon the island as 
against its weaker neighbor colored repub- 


‘lic. The republic of the eastern part of the 


island, that of San Domingo, is no less a re- 
public than that of the western shore, Hayti. 
And from the earliest history eastern San 
Domingo has been constantly assailed and 
harassed and subdued by the fiercer people 
of the west. In this century, from the ex- 
peditions of DESSALINES down to the occu- 
pation under BOYER, the sympathies of ev- 
ery philanthropist and lover of fair play 
would seem to be irresistibly drawn to the 
more peaceful and the weaker republic. But 
for some reason Mr. SUMNER has apparently 
tolerated, if not justified, in the conduct of 
Hayti toward the Dominicans what he has 
most severely condemned in what he alleges 
to be the conduct of the United States to- 
ward Hayti. 

We were at one time inclined to think the 
action of the Administration in sending ships 
into the waters of San Domingo was, at least, 
questionable. Mr. Scuurz says that to re- 
elect the President after such conduct is to 
condone the most flagrant and perilous vio- 
lation of the Constitution, and to invite des- 
potism. That is an extravagance at which 
@ man can only smile. For never was any 
thing more frank and fair than the position 
of the President upon the whole subject. In- 


deed, nothing has commended him to the 
confidence of the country more than his en- 
tire candor upon this question, For the sat- 
isfactory truth about the ships is told by 
Mr. BLACKWELL. The Dominican.republic, 
helpless and hopeless under the perpetual 
aggressions of Hayti, proposed annexation 
to the United States upon condition of our 
assumption of its debt, which was about a 
million and a half of dollars. The Presi- 
dent, who was not at first inclined to the 
project, at last sent a contidential and hon- 
orable agent to ascertain the precise facts. 
Satisfied with the inquiry, a treaty was pre- 
pared and submitted to the Senate. But as 
soon as Hayti knew that a negotiation was 
pending, she prepared to invade her neigh- 
bor, undoubtedly instigated by European in- 
fluence. 

The Government of Hayti had an armed 
steamer; that of the Dominican republic 
had two small schooners, which could do 
nothing to protect the ports and the capital 
from bombardment. In this extremity, 
Congress noé being in session, the Domin- 
ican Government appealed to us for protec- 
tion, The Executive thereupon notified 
Hayti that a treaty of annexation was pend- 
ing, and that until the Senate had acted an 
invasion of the Dominican republic by any 
foreign power would be regarded as an act 
unfriendly to the United States. As an 
earnest of our intention to prevent any 
harm to that republic growing out of the 
negotiation, ships of war were sent to the 
island, with instructions to oppose by force 
any hostile attempt from Hayti. No Amer- 
ican interference was offered in the affairs 
of either republic beyond this plain evi- 
dence of determination that the Dominican 
should not suffer because it wished to be 
annexed to the United States. Not a shot 
was fired, nor was the Dominican Govern- 
ment—or “the usurper Baxkz,” as Mr. Scom- 
NER prefers to call it, and with how little 
reason the report of the commissioners shows 
— upheld” by our fleet. 

The explanation is entirely satisfactory ; 
and the total failure of Mr. SUMNER and Mr. 
ScHURZ to persuade this country that its 
liberties are in danger from a President who 
would do what General CRaNnT did merely 
shows the quiet good sense of the American 


people. 


PERSONAL, 


JUDGED from a purely mtellectual standard, 
WILKEIE£ COLLINS must unquestionably be rank- 
ed among ge of living novelists. He 
excels must of his contemporaries in subtlety 
and keen analysis, at the same timc surpassing 
them in the novelty and startling interest of his 
dramatic situations, A new story by this pow- 
erful writer is commenced in the October num- 
ber of Harper’s Magazine. It is entitled ** The 
New Magdalen.” ‘The opening scene is laid on 
the Rhine frontier during the late Franco-Ger- 
man war. Thestory turns upon the assumption 
by one woman of the name and position of an- 
other—the death of the latter occurring under 
such circumstances as to render this feasible. 
The heroine who takes this bold step was for- 
merly a Magdalen of London, whose past char- 
acter, despite her noblest exertions, has persist- 
ently followed her, and prevented her from re- 

ining that social position which she now secks 

retrieve by deception. That the career grow- 

ing out of such an assumption will be one of 

thrilling interest no one need be told who has 
ILKIg former tales. 

—The recent fistic fizzle of that notorious bruis- 
er, Mister James Mace, recalls a sentence writ- 
ten in 1864 by Cuar_es LEVER on Lovis Na- 
POLEON, who: was then at the pinnacle of his 
fame, but whom Lever always regarded and 
wrote of as a political charlatan. He says: 
‘* Nothing shall persuade me that the Em;cror 
of the French is other than a third-rate man, 
who might possibly have distinguished himself 
as a police functionary or a solicitor, but has as 
much claim to high state-craft as Jem Macg to 
be an authority on the Pentateuch.”’ 

—Ex-Senator Haran, being gé@nerally sup- 
posed to be in some sort a clergyman, is fre- 
quently addressed as “‘ Reverend,” to which be 
objects, never having been settled as a pastor 
over a religious congregation, although occa- 
sionally doing a little lay preaching and ex- 
pounding. In this latter particular he may be 

laced in the same category with the Hon. 

fruLu1aM 8. Groesseck, of Cincinnati, who has 
a peculiar gift for discoursing on religious sub- 
jects, and likes to do it. 

Passa, the new Grand Vizier of 
Turkey, has received, since his clevation, over 
six thousand telegrams of felicitations from all 
parts of the empire. He is right popular. 

—Von MOLTEE, the — strategist, is livin 
a quiet life in the little Silesian town of Schweid- 
nitz, and can be seen there every day, in a long 
black frock coat, smoking an enormous pipe, 
and reading the newspapers at the only cafe in 
the place. 

—Mr. Hatnorn, proprietor of Congress Hall, 
Saratoga, is the Republican candidate for Con- 
gress in that district. He is both popular and 
pious, having given $10,000 to the Methodist 
church at the Springs, which cost $116,000. He 
is a Methodist himself. He knows how te do it 
at Congress Hal. , Saratoga. Perhaps he will do 
it as well in the Congress Hall, Washington. 

—Some rly burglars recently burgied the 
residence of Bishop CLaRKsON, at Omaha, and 
made a swift walk with $1500 worth of silver 
plate and other valuables, and the bishop's best 
church vestments. That was shabby. When 
one of our regiments was in Florida, during 
the unpleasantness, the men of a ompeny were 
quartered in a Catholic church, and one of those 
soldiers diverted himself by putting on the cler- 
ical vestments and dancing a hornpipe within 


the chancel, This aroused the religious indig- 


nation of an Irishman of the bai iwick, who 
forthwith got his rifle, and, taking good aim, 
put a bullet through the warrior. On going 
subsequently to confession he admitted this ter- 
ribledeed. ‘* Ab!’’ said the priest, “*Low could 
you thus send a poor mortal to etern.ty for so 
slight an errorY’ “Oh, my dear Father Ma- 
HONEY,” replied Pat, “it wasn’t the killin’ of 
the man that troubled me; not a bit of it—ié 
was the hole I mae in the holy vistments 

—Lord Lytton’s new novel is said to be ready 
for publication, and Disraeui is hard at work 
on successor to Lothair.” 

—One of the best histories published by 
Harper & Brotuers is Grorte’s History of 
Greece." Apropos of which there was one pun 
of SYDNEY SMITH's that Cuaktes Lever never 
tired of telling. Mrs. Grote, the wife tf the 
historian, appeared once at a soirée with a queer 
sort of turban on her accomplished head. ** Look 
at that,”’ said SypNer; “that’s the origin of the 
word grotesque.”’ 

—Joun Wes er Is computed to have preached 
forty-two thousand sermons—at the rate of fif- 
teen @ week; yet he never had a clergyman’s 
sore throat, or a year's leave of absence with all 
expenses 

—Mr. Wuitney, who claimed to have first 


projected the Pacific Railroad, died a few days - 


since at his residence in Washington. He was 
seventy-five years old. 

—Mr. GLAaDsTONE, it is said, intends to confer 
& baronetcy on the principal proprietor of the 
London Daily Telegraph, a Mr. Levy, whose 
ownership of the paper has made him enor- 
mously rich, The Zelegraph is constant and vig- 
orous in its encomiums of the Prime Minister. 

—Sir DILKE, proprietor of the Athe- 
neum, Will, on the Ist October, become proprie- 
tor of Notes and Queries, one of the most unique 
and interesting periodicals of the time—the gen- 
eral receptacle of all the quaint and curious old 
things, literary, historical, biographical, artist- 
ical, comical, etc., etc., that the students, anti- 
quarians, and such, of England delight to ferret 
out and embalm in type. Dr. Doran, a very 
clever man, is to become editor of .V. and Q. 

—Lord Dersy is the first statesman of the 
first rank in England who has spoken on the 
labor question. He was extremely cautious in 
his remarks, but he told the Agricultural As- 
sociation of Bury that every man, laborers in- 
cluded, had a right within well-known limits to 
struggle for his own success, even gt the cost 
of inconvenience or failure to others. 

—The Rev. Mr. Cueener, of Chicago, has 
been finally worsted in his controversy with 
Bishop WHITEHOUSE. The bishop, it will be 
remembered, deposed Mr. CuEeney from the 
ministry, and Mr. CHEENEY appealed to the 
civil power. The Supreme Court decided that 
it could not interfere in a purely ecclesiastical 
case, religious liberty being guaranteed by the 
Constitution, and uplftid the decision. Mr. 
CHEENEY thereupon claimed the temporalities 
and insisted on preaching in his church; but 
the Supreme Court again held that the decis- 
ion of the superior clerical tribunal covered 
the temporalities, and was final and binding, 
even though the special congregation took the 
minister’s side. 


DOMESTIC INTELLIGENCE. 


Tur fourteenth annual State Fair of the New Jer- 
sey ap es Society began September 17 at the 
grounds of the association. President Grant visited 
it on the 19th, and wazsreceived with great enthusiasm, 

According to a dispatch from Boston, the schooner 
White Eagle, a fishing vessel hailing from Gloucester, 
Massachusetts, was lost off the coast, with all hands, 
in a recent storm, 

William Forrester, the alleged murderer of Mr. Ben- 
jamin Nathan, was arraigned, September 1S, before 
Justice Dowling for examination. A young woman 
named Keenan testified that she saw the prisoner in 
front of the Nathan mansion on the night of the mure 
cer acting in a very euspicious manner. 

The New York Committee of Seventy assembled 
September 19 for the first time since the summer va- 
cation, and listened to an address by Mr. Havemeyer. 

The New York State Committee, consisting of Ly- 
man Tremain and Senators Weissmann and Benedict, 
appointed to investigate the affairs of the Department 
of Public Buildings in this city, began their work af 
Harlem Hall September 19. 


FOREIGN NEWS. 


Kino Amapers, in his speech on the opening of the 
new Cortes recently, declared that the government was 
determined to.subdue the rebellion in Cuba, and would 
send to the island al) the additional troops required to 
bring the war to a close. 

The report that the Czar of Russia propoeed to de- 
mand the abrogation of the Treaty of Paris as a con- 
sideration for the co-operation of Russia with Austria 
and Germany was untrue. 

President Thiers, while visiting the United States war 
steamer Shenandoah recently, embraced the ee 
nity to allude to the friendly relations between France 
= | this country, and to the confidence he felt in their 
permanence.. 

The German government has issued a second circu- 
lar, in still more threatening terms than the original 
one, against emigrants, who, it declares, will be treat- 
ed as outlaws over whom a special supervision has 
been instituted.. 

Louis Marie Feuerbach, the distinguished German 
wore died at Hanau, Hesse Cassel, September 
7, aged sixty-nine years. 

Serious railway accidents occurred September 16 in 
Scotland apd Spain, by the latter of which not fewer 
than twenty persons were injured, most of them fatally. 

Figuerola, the candidate of the Ministerialists, has 
been elected President of the Upper House of the 
Spanish Cortes, The same party has been success- 
ful in electing al) its other candidates. The Carlists 
are again active, and a fresh outbreak is looked for. 

M. mond About, the well-known author, is to be 
tried by a German court-martial for something he has 
written offensive to the government, 

Three more of the Communista—Lolive, Deschamps, 
and Deniville—were shot, by government orders, at 
Satory September 18. 

Acts of incendiarism have been so frequent in va- 
rious parts of the English agricultural regions of late 
that the farmers have been obliged to form vigilance 
committees for protection. 

The cholera is said to be raging to a frightful extent 
in Bokhara. The ill-fated inhabitants are dying at the 
rate of one thousand each — 

Bad news comes from England respecting the crops 
of the present season. Great d e has been done 
from time to time by severe storms of wind and rain. . 

Charles Louis Eugene, King of Sweden and Noftway, 
died September 18, aged forty-six years. 

The Congress of Old Catholics assembled in Cologne 
September 20. The delegates numbered 300, among 
whom were the Bishops of Lincoln, Ely, and West- 
minster, of the Church of England, and the Episcopal] 
Bishop of Maryland. Together with several others, 
Dr. Rohr, of New York, the Convention. 
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THE HON. FRANCIS KERNAN.—[Puorocraruev ny Warter C. Norru, Utica, New York.) 


MR. KERNAN AND THE “ PEACE 
MEETING.” 
By EUGENE LAWRENCE. 


Tue recent “‘ peace meeting” in New York 
seems the climax of the long series of similar 
gatheripgs from the opening of the slave-holders’ 
rebellion. The same flashing lights and noisy 
glitter; the same flaunting banners; the same 
long array of Irish faces gleaming with native 
rashness; the same blind throng of uncultured 


Celts, misguided and led to their own ruin by. 


their politicians or their priests; the same pre- 
tentious harangues that urge peace with the en- 
emy and hate to the preserver of the nation, 
that in language of harmony conceal the dead- 
liest treason, and in swelling sentences of recon- 
ciliation hide a fatal purpose: almost the same 
faces and the same men appeared again before 
their countrymen, unabashed and incapable of 
reform, and their favorite themes were the same. 
The same unfounded calumnies were heaped 
upon the chief of the nation, éxcept that it was 
now President Grant, instead of President Lin- 
COLN, that was their object. He was a usurper, 
like Lixcotn, and a despot; he was covered 
with corruption ; his administration had been a 
failure ; he had dared to protect the Union men 
of the South; he had squandered the resources 
of the country. ‘“* We must destroy this govern- 
ment!” cried Kernan, and wild shouts of ap- 
plause broke from the ranks of his thoughtless 
countrymen. ‘‘ We are tending to a military 
despotism!” exclaimed Hunter, fresh from the 
blood-stained fields of Virginia, where the gen- 
ius of Grant had crushed forever the cruel rule 
of Davis. We approach ‘‘atyranny and a shab- 
by empire, to end in dissolution,” wrote a modest 
statesman from South Carolina, the centre of re- 
bellion; and the peace meeting resounded with 
lamentations over the woes of the slave-holders, 
and no one presumed to remember the fate of the 
innocent people of the South to whom the slave- 
holders had brought death or desolation. In fact, 
the last peace meeting differed in no respect from 
those more numerous assemblages over which 
Tuompson had exulted during the war, and from 
which, he assured his master at Richmond, would 
grow a revolution that would plunge the whole 
North in bloodshed and utter ruin. 

Two men, Francis Kernan and FERNANDO 
Woop, were there who might well stand side by 
side. When, in January, 1861, the rebellion was 
breaking out through all the Southern coasts ; 
when: forts and arsenals were daily seized, and 
the rebel leaders were in the first flush of their 
easy victories; when the government was con- 
temned and the nation sinking into anarchy— 
Francis KERNAN interposed to check the rising 
patriotism of the North. A resolution was offer- 
ed in the Legislature of New York (New York 
World, January 19) declaring, among other 
things, ‘‘that the State of New York will put 
forth all her power and resources to maintain 
the government and aid in the enforcement of 
the laws.” The patriotic resolution was opposed 
by Mr. Kernan. He said that he ‘‘ disapproved 
and condemned the war spirit at the North.” 
When an effort was made to stop the manufac- 
ture of cannon for South Carolina at Troy, Mr. 
- Kernan rebuked its authors, and said he would 
support no “‘ sensational leffislation.” About the 
same time Feryanpo Woop, Mayor of New 


York, went even beyond Kernan. This lover 
of peace proposed that the city of New York 
should separate from the Union. ‘‘In this 
course,” he suggested, ‘‘she would ha¥e_the 
whole and united support of the*® Southern 
States.” His project was received with shouts 
of ridicule. He was soon after detected in con- 
niving at the sale of arms to the South, and not 
all the Irish vote could keep the sanguinary 
peace-maker in office. Cowed and shaken, he 
gave a trembling support to the government, 
and only in secret labored in the cause of his 
** aggrieved brethren of the Slave States.” Mean- 
time Francis Kernan was scarcely less active 
at Albany. He argued against the bill (New 
York World, January 25) “‘ to prevent the aid- 
ing and abetting the enemies of the repdblic ;” 
he opposed the donation of New York to the 
starving Republicans of Kansas ; he denounced 
the appropriation of $500,000 (New York World, 
February 9) for arming the State; he led the 


‘traitorous minority in the Legislature who en- 


deavored to place New York in opposition 
to the general government. And as the rep- 
resentative of the Irish influence and of the Ro- 
man Catholic vote, Mr. Kernan labored to se- 
cure the triumph of slavery, and to encourage 
a course of policy that must have ended in the 
destruction of the Union. 

But the blood of the people was up, and Mr. 
Kernan, after the fall of Sumter, did not ver- 
ture any longer to denounce ‘“‘ the war spirit at 
the North.” In the disastrous year 1862, when 
the discomfiture of M‘CLELLAN and the general 
ill-success of the Union arms brought out into 
prominence once more those who had opposed 
the wat, when Seymour was elected Governor 
of New York and the bitterest enemies of Lin- 
coin and of Republicanism ruled in many North- 
ern States, Mr. Kernan was returned to Con- 
gress, defeating Roscoe Conxurnc. He now 
gave a doubtful support to the war measures of 
the government, for he knew that no man could 
hope to live at ease in the patriotic western 
counties of our State who openly sustained dis- 
union. Yet he was a Roman Catholic and a 
Democrat. ‘To the whole policy of the Repub- 
lican party he was bitterly pposed ; he was still 
anxious to preserve slavery ; he was still the dis- 
ciple and the supporter of Seymour, as SEYMOUR 

d ever been the favored recipient of the Irish 
vote; he was still dooking forward to the res- 
toration of a Union in which the slave-holders, 
unpunished if not unconquered, should once 
more resume their imperious control. What 
Sermour thought of the war measures, the 
Emancipation Proclamation, and the rigid re- 
strictions upon the movements of the rebels at 
the North, who, under the guise of peace-mak- 
ers, were clamoring and plotting against the 
government, may well throw light upon the real 
opinions of his followers. In his. message, Jan- 
uary 8, 1863, Governor Seymour defines the 
policy of his party. He bewails the crippled 
and fallen condition of the State ; he glows with 
indignation against the tyrannical administra- 
tion; he is resolved that slavery shall be every 
where maintained ; he declares the recent proc- 
lamation of emancipation ‘‘ impolitic, unjust, un- 
constitutional ;” he can not endure the thought 
‘‘of freeing four millions of slaves."" He pro- 
ceeded at once to put into execution his danger- 
ous notions of the prévileges of a Democratic Gov- 
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ernor, He permitted the arrest of the patriotic | triotic men filled their places in the last period 


who had carried*out the orders of the 
| tumn of 1864, Grant was sternly breaking down 


national authority; he summoned before him 
the New York commissioners who had aided in 
suppressing the active intrigues of the traitors. 
And the spectacle of General Dix, under arrest 
by traitors and the friends of KERNAN in 1864, 
may well rush to the memory of every patriot in 
the election of b872. 

Inthe spring and summer, indeed, of 1863 
‘* peace meetings” grew bitter and insolent. 
Their traitorous aim was only faintly hidden in 
professions of reconciliation. FERNANDO Woop 
and Bensamis, M‘C'unn and were in- 
spired to new effort by the example of Sey- 
mour. At the peace meetings were heard only 
groans for LincoLy, hisses for the War Dem- 
ocrats. The unhappy Irish were roused into 
strange passion; the air was full of rumors of 
revolt and treason. The arrest of the ‘* peace- 
maker” VALLANDIGHAM wus denounced in a se- 
vere letter to President Linco._n by the Demo- 
cratic chiefs at Albany. The Catholic press 
teemed with rude criticisms upon the Republican 
leaders, and Dr. Brownson, the chief Romish 
controversialist, recommended Mr. Lixco.n ‘‘to 
resign his office and retire into private life.” The 
World, now become the chief Democratic jour- 
nal, foretold the financial ruin of the country, 
denounced the ‘‘shallow juggle” of the Loyal 
Leagues, and suggested the probable defeat of 
Grant before Vicksburg. Governor Joe Par- 
KER, Of New Jersey, repeated the dangerous sug- 
gestions of SeymMovr, and declared the Emancipa- 
tion Proclamation an incentive to a servile war, 
a violation of the rules of civilized warfare. And 
at length the Roman Catholic population of New 
York, misguided by priests and politicians, rose 
in a wild rebellion against the government they 
had been taught to despise, and blindly strove to 
destroy the nation which had given them free- 
dom, equality. and hope. Such were the results 
of the active labors of Sermovr and the friends 
of Kernan, who gathered to his support at the 
recent peace meeting,” in the most doubtful 
period of the war, and who then, as now, seemed 
more eager to secure the prevalence of slavery 
and the ruin of freedom than to avert the fall of 
the republic. Mr. Kernan must be content to 
be judged by his associates, by the men who 
stood at his side in 1863 as well as in 1872; 
and if he gave a cold yet ready support to some 
of the war measures of the government, s0 did, 
‘at times, Woop, Sermovr, and BucKaLew. 

The peace meetings and the peace-makers were 
checked for a moment by the fall of Vicksburg ; 
the victories of Grant drove the Democracy 
from power; and Sermovur, Parker, Bucka- 
LEW, or Kernan bent for the time before the 
indignation of the people: they were driven 
from office, and moe trustworthy and more pa- 


of the war. But when, in the summer and au- 
the last defenses of the slave-holders’ rebellion, 
and GREELEY was planning an inglorious peace, 
the courage of the faction revived: they hoped 
to drive Mr. Lixcotn from office, and snatch 
Pichmond from the hands of Graxt. Peace 
and reconciliation was now again their cry. The 
peace meeting was again their favorite weapon 
of offense. Great throngs of Irish gathered in 
wild, half-rebellious enthusiasm in support of 
M‘CLELLAN; the more ardent peace - makers 
crossed into Canada to clasp the hands of Saux- 
pEks or Tuomwpson; the nation seemed to timid 
men on the brink of revolution; and ‘THomrson 
fondly assured his master in Richmond that at 
some monster *‘ peace meeting” the bloody chas- 
tisement of the North would begin. Again the 
people drove Seymocr, Kernan, 
and BucKatew back to their obscurity; and 
the victories of Grast completed the ruin of 
the rebellion which their intrigues had helped to 
prolong. ‘The Irish vote still held the city of 
New York in chains; but the nation was free. 
And when, in 1868, Seymorr, sustained by the 
Roman Catholics and the whole strength of the 
rebel faction, by the Ku-Klux in Georgia and the 
friends of Kernan in New York, once more 
raised his well-known cry of peace, the victory 
of GRanNT was so complete that had not Georgia 
been carried for his opponent by the Ku-Klux, 
and New York by the reduplication of the Irish 
vote, scarcely a trace would have been left of 
that powetful faction which in 1863 had defied 
the government and summoned General Dix 
before its corrupt judiciary. 

We have reached the last peace meeting. It 
was a feeble shadow of all its predecessors, less 
dangerous perhaps, less numerous, but not less 
vindictive and severe. The Irish clubs filed past 
its stands in their usual strength. The epithets 
bestowed on Grant by its orators were as vigor- 
ous and as rude as those they had once bestowed 
on Lixcotn. But all the speakers of 1863 and 
of 1868 were not there. Some had vanished be- 
fore the menacing frowns, of justice, and some 
before a mightier power. A few recreant Re- 
publicans had taken their places. Mr. Francis 
KERNAN was the chief orator of the occasion, 
and, with Mr. Fernanpo Woop, repeated the 
charges against the administration. As they had 
labored together in the same cause in 1861, so 
they were laboring still. Mr. Kernan’s speech 
was a series of bitter reflections upon the con- 
duct of the Union party and the character of its 
chief. Whom it was meant to conciliate or 
whom to pacify it was difficult to discover. But 
upon all the important questions of the hour it 
was singularly silent. How to save the white 
and colored voters of the South from their op- 


TAMMANY HALL UNDER GREELEY COLORS—ANY THING TO BEAT GRANT. 
[From a Pnotooraru py Rocxwoep.) 
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pressors, how to check the outrages in Arf.ansas 
and Missouri, how to provide for a free e.ection 
in Georgia or in Texas, he failed to itquire. 
And of his own policy he said nothing. T'ressed 
upon the public as a rigid and earnest }}oman 
Catholic, the member of a powerful sect tat has 
long converted itself into a political party, p~edged 
to destroy the American system of educat-on, he 
might well have explained to his constituents 
whether he intended to aid in the destruc:ion of 
the public schools, or was resolved to dijfy the 
censures of the Romish bishops and the Romish 
press. He said only that he was in favorof di- 
viding the public moneys given in charity ac- 
cording to the numbers of each denomirjation ; 
but this is exactly the principle upon whch the 
Romish Church claims its share of the -school 
fund. Does Mr. Kernan mean to advocate 
sectarian schools? Upon the great quesfjon of 
education he was strangely silent; yet he saw 
before him a large proportion of that class of the 
population to whom education is the on€ most 
pressing need. Of his Irish supporters, neglect- 
ed or driven by their Church from the evér-open 
school, how few can read or write! < 

Other ‘‘peace meetings” will be heid, no 
doubt, in every part of the country. Théir ora- 
tors will use epithets and suggest projects that 
might excite anew the hopes of THomps: n and 
Saunpers. But the people have discovered that 
they-can have a lasting peace only unger the 
shelter of the Union party. The vigorojs rule 
of President Grant and the Union leade+s will 
spread rest and prosperity, equal laws, a jiberal 
government, knowledge, and mental strength 
from Maine to California, and the bright*st pe- 
riod in our country’s history seems already dawn- 
ing upon us. 


FASHION REPEATS ITSEL*. 

Tue beautiful illustration on our first page 
this week presents a young lady of the present 
day contemplating the portrait of an ané#estor, 
probably her great-great-grandmother. Sze no- 
tices, with a mixture of surprise and amus(_ment, 
that her own dress, although declared wy her 
modiste to be of the newest fashion just i‘fvent- 
ed, is almost identical in every respect with that 
in the picture before her. ‘The fair gaz r may 
draw a wholesome moral from this coin¢ dence 
as to the vanity of things in general, and c’' dress 
in particular.- But possibly her respect \or her 
great-grandmother may be lessened wh:n she 
discovers that that lady was so extremely li ¢ her- 
self. Her ancestor was known by fami'y tra- 
dition as a most notable housewife, yet £:1e ap- 
pears quite as much addicted to the fri'‘olities 
of dress as her descendant. The simple ‘act is, 
that it is very difficult to realize that our prede- 
cessors were once as young as ourselves. And 
as the picture shows that there is nothirg new 
under the sun, it should teach milliners atid oth- 
er persons who set the fashions to moderat: their 
enthusiasm for novelty. In a world wheré every 
thing fades and perishes, dress material# (lace 
perhaps excepted) must necessarily be new, but 
why should we be always changing the pa‘terns? 


The phrase. ‘‘ newest designs,’ so dear ti. shop- | 


keepers, would possess little attraction if ;tightly 
considered.’ A, really new design would: in all 
probability, be very ugly, and what the trades- 
men style new designs are in reality adaptations 
and modifications of all sorts of old ones. Why, 


“Sthen, be so wedded to this word novelty, when 


novelty merely means change? ‘That whii-h shall 
be has already been, and the so-called nvelties 
of fashion are simply a series of permt‘tations 
and combinations. | i 


THE WOMAN'S PRIVILEG 4. 


*“‘Arice! Alice!” was called in cleat, loud 
tones, which sounded through the larg halls 
and up the wide old-fashioned stairca:>; but 
there came no response. Again the crller, a 
young girl, cried, ‘‘Alice! Alice! wherea'e you? 
why don’t you answer ?” at the same tim¢ begin- 
ning slowly to walk toward the stairs. ‘ When 
still there came no answer, she said,: aloud, 
** Well, I suppose, as usual, Alice is .ooking 
over father’s old papers, and erying ove! them, 
too, as I found her the other day, so I may as 


well go after her ;” and she began lightly_to run. 


up the low steps. Soon her gay youn;. voice 
might be heard in the upper hall breaki;ig into 
the quaint, old-fashioned song, ‘* Bonny E odge.” 
Through the hall and up another flight swiftly 
went Clara Maybury, and at the farther 2nd of 
the second hall opened the door which ].:d into 
what had been her father’s library, feelii g con- 
fident that there, poring over her father’s. papers 
and letters, she would find her sister. 

These two, with the servants, dwelt a:one in 
the house, their father having died over:& year 
ago; but not until this spring had Alicg Brad- 
ford felt as though she could look over‘her fa- 
ther's papers. Alice was a widow, the s¢ nior of 
her sister by many years, being now thirty -seven, 
while Clara was still a young girl not quite wenty. 
Their mother had died when she was.a little 
thing, and Alice had been both sister and..mother 
to her; and even Alice's marriage had rade no 
change, for she still remained at home, (nd her 
husband’s death, six months afterward, had 
made her wedded life seem but a dres-m, and 
Clara hardly remembered him. Their ;ather’s 
death leaving them independent, they tad de- 
cided to let their house and go abroad, and that 
was why Alice had for the last few day's spent 


the pleasant May afternoons in sorting. arran- 


ging, and destroying papers and letters. But we 
have left Clara long enough at the door—.longer, 
indeed, than she remained, for, stopping her 
song as she turned the handle, she said): as she 
entered, 

** Alice, I am going to give you iin ear- 
trumpet the first time I make youa present. I 


have called myself hoarse. But where are you ?” 
as she saw no traces of her sister, only papers in 
confusion, and a tall cabinet, of which she knew 
her father had always carried the key fastened 
to his watch-chain, standing open, one drawer 
pulled out and empty, but no trace of Alice. 
** Why, what can have become of her? and how 
strange of her to leave things in this way, and 
the door unlocked! Nowif I had done so—well, 
it would have been natural; but Alice! some- 
thing must be the matter.” 

As quickly as she had entered Clara left the 
room, and descending the first flight of stairs, 
stopped at the door of the room directly under 
the one she had quitted, knocked softly at the 
door, then louder, and at last opened it; but the 
sight she saw checked the words on her lips. 
There on the sofa lay Alice, her quiet, self-con- 
tained sister, sobbing passionately, while all 
around her were strewn letters, some opened, 
others still sealed, and one she held tightly in her 
hand. She had buried her face in the cushion, 
while long, quivering sobs shook her slight fig- 
ure. She was so absorbed in her sorrow that 
she did not hear Clara enter, nor her light tread 
across the room, and for a moment the girl 
stood actually terrified at the sight of such over- 
whelming emotion in the sister whom she had 
always thought, though loving her dearly, :to be 
passionless. Kneeling down by the sofa, Clara 
gently laid her hand on Alice’s, and said, ten- 
derly, 

** Ally dear, what is the matter? Tell me 
what makes you cry so.” And here her voice 
faltered, and tears from sympathy filled her own 
eyes. At the sound of the soft, earnest voice 
Alice raised her head, with a great effort checked 
a sob, and answered, tremulously, 

‘*There is nothing the matter that you can 


| help, darling. I did not mean you should see 


me in such a state. Leave me for a little while, 
and then I will come to you;” at the same time 
beginning to rise. She stooped to pick up the 
scattered letters, and Clara saw many were un- 
opened, but the one in her hand she still tightly 
held; and Clara, feeling instinctively that this 
was some sorrow she should: not try to fathom, 
left the room as noiselessly as she had entered. 

Again she went to the library, and tried to im- 
agine what could have caused her sister’s rare 
tears; but no solution came. to her mind, and 
after a few minutes’. pondering she began to close 
the drawers and collect the stray papers, and was 
wo iad when Alice, with her quiet step, en- 
tered. 

‘“* Thank you, dear,” she said, gently; ‘‘I re- 
membered [| had left every thing at loose ends 
here. And now, what did you want me for?” 

Clara looked somewhat anxiously at her sis- 
ter. Though the voice was as quiet and com- 
posed as usual, it sounded faint and weary, and 
the pale face and heavy eyés made her heart 
ache, though she tried to speak in her usual 
bright manner. 

**Oh, nothing special; only I met Mrs. Boyd 
on her way here, and she wanted to know if we 
would not come and spend the evening there, for 
there have been some very rare engravings sent 
to Mr. Boyd for sale, and he has asked several 
to come and see them. 
to go, but it is of no consequence, Ally; I—” 

To her amazement, Alice answered, quickly, a 
slight flush coming into her face, ‘‘ I should like 
to go very much, and as you have cleared away 
all these papers for me, I will go and rest a while, 
and will be ready by eight.” 

Without waiting for any thing further, she left 
the room, and ere Clara had recovered from her 
astonishment, she heard her sister lock her door. 

** Well,” she exclaimed, ‘*‘ wonders will never 
cease: Alice one minute crying her eyes out, and 
the next being not only willing but eager to go 
to Mrs. Boyd’s, when I know for years she has 
always made some excuse for declining all Mrs. 
Boyd's invitations; and I intended to say that I 
did not care much about going, and would not 
leave her alone. H’m! I hate mysteries, and I 
must find out this one.” And for a moment the 
bright face was clouded, but only for a moment ; 
then, wisely deciding there was no use in bother- 
ing herself about what was certainly no affair of 


hers, she caught up her garden hat, and was soon 


busy out-of-doors. 

Punctually at eight Alice knocked at Clara’s 
door, saying, ‘‘I am ready, and will wait for 
you in the parlor.” 

When Clara joined her there she found the 
usual Alice with a trifle more color in her cheeks, 
but dressed with the same simplicity; only, as 
she put on her hood, the glitter of something on 
her hand attracted Clara’s notice, and looking 
closely, she saw on the third finger of Alice's 
right hand a ring she had never seen before—a 
single stone opal, which flashed and glittered. 
She checked herself in time, just as she was go- 
ing to exclaim, ‘‘ Why, where did that come 
from?” and silently the two went the short dis- 
tance to their friend’s. There were several there, 
all of whom cordially greeted the sisters, but par- 
ticularly Alice, who, though much liked, had for 
many years kept aloof from all society. Mrs. 
Boyd, though friendly, seemed to keep away from 
Alice, who made several ineffectual attempts to 
enter into conversation with her. At last, seeing 
her hostess evidently did not want to have any 
special talk with her, Alice, who had come there 
merely to have the chance of asking for some in- 
formation she particularly desired, pleaded that 
it wearied her eyes to look long at -prints, and 
withdrew to the further end of the room. She 
began a desultory chat with one of the guests, 
when a ring was heard, and she caught Mr. 
Boyd's hearty greeting as he advanced to meet 
the new-comer. 

** Ah, Garrison, glad to see you ; you will find 
plenty of old friends here. I did not tell any one 
but my wife you were here, and you will take 
every one by surprise.” 

Alice stopped suddenly in her sentence, drew 


I thought I should like | 


farther back into the corner of the sofa, and 
every thing swam before her, and it seemed as 
though her heart stopped beating. How long a 
time passed she could not say, but as in a dream 
she heard Mrs. Boyd saying, 

** Alice, here is an old friend wishes to see 


you. I need hardly introduce Mr. Garrison to 


Mrs. Bradford, whom he well knew as Alice 
Maybury.” And then Alice found herself alone, 
with Edward Garrison standing in front of her. 
As she timidly raised her eyes she saw the tall 
figure somewhat bent to look at her, the hair 
she had known as black thickly strewn with 
gray; but the dark eyes so earnestly fixed on 
hers were the same, and the voice had the same 
old ring in it, as he said, *‘I trust you are as 
glad to see me as I am to see you. Mrs. Boyd 
said she ‘ hoped,’ but did not know whether you 
would come;” at the same time extending his 
hand. 

Alice tried to speak, but no words would 
come, only a low quivering sigh; but she frank- 
ly placed her hand in his, and as his warm clasp 
closed over it, a weight seemed lifted from her 
heart, a sense of rest and comfort to which she 
had long been a stranger stole over her, and a 
warm flush rose on her cheeks, making her look 
more like the Alice of old than she had done for 
many a year. Ere he released her hand from 
that warm, clinging grasp, Edward Garrison's 
eye was attracted by the glitter of the ring, and 


he looked as keenly at it as had Clara. Ap-. 


parently it was known to him, for he said, as he 
unloosed his grasp, 

** Twenty years seem like a dream, as I see 
you, Alice, with that on your finger. Though I 
know much from Mrs. Boyd, when can I see 
you to talk with you ?” 

Twice Alice tried to speak, but the words died 
away inarticulately. Bending toward her, Ed- 
ward said, earnestly, 

** Pray forgive my freedom, Mrs. Bradford. 
As you say nothing, perhaps my presence here is 
unwelcome; but this meeting has deprived me 
of my control, and—” 

Here, with a violent effort, Alice forced herself 
to speak, and interrupted him, saying, in a voice 
which, spite her efforts, trembled, 

“‘Indeed I am most glad to see you; but I 
can not talk with you before all these’ people. 
Will you not come and see me early to-morrow ? 
But I must go now. I can not stay here any 
longer.” 

Looking at him, she saw the same dear look in 
the eyes, and her own suddenly swam with tears, 
as, gently laying a detaining hand on hers, and 
drawing from his vest pocket a small book, he 
said, in a low voice, : 

‘* Wait an instant. See what has been my 
only comfort these many years. I have never 
let a day pass without looking at it.” At the 
same time opening the leaves and showing her, 
where she remembered placing it years ago, a 
lock of her own fair hair. 

Spite her struggle to prevent, Alice could not 
restrain a few tears. Her nerves had been sore- 
ly tried that day, and hurriedly leaving him, she 
crossed the room to Clara's side, and in a voice 
rendered hoarse by suppressed emotion begged 
her to leave. Looking at her face, and startled 
by the agitation she saw there, Clara instantly 
complied, and a few minutes saw the sisters 
ready for their return. 4 

As they came down the stairs Mr. Garrison 
was waiting in the hall. Without a word he 
drew Alice’s hand to rest on his arm, and silent- 
ly they went the short distance, they two feeling 
too much for speech, and Clara engaged in de- 
vouring her own curiosity as to who he was (she 
had not been introduced to him), where he came 
from, and what was the matter with Alice. At 
their door, she passed in first, but could not re- 
frain from looking at the others, and was certain 
that she saw the unknown touch his lips to Alice’s 
right hand. Hastily passing to the stairs, Alice, 
with the face averted, bade Clara good-night, 
and without giving time for any questions or Fe- 
marks, went to her own room. For some time 
Clara sat alone in the parlor, wondering what 
would be the end of this agitation, but at last 
said, half aloud, *‘ Well, as father used to tell 
me, ‘ If you live you'll know, if you die you won't 
want to;’ and as Alice is old enough to manage 
her own affairs, I will go to bed ;”’ and she suit- 
ed the action to the word. 

Long after she was asleep Alice continued to 
pace up and down her room, trying to reconcile 
feelings with so-called proprieties. Wearied 
with the agitations of the Lost few hours, she 
finally drew out the letter she had held in her 
hand when Clara surprised her in the afternoon, 
and unfolding it, read it for the—well, we will 
not say how many times. Itran as follows, and 
was dated some fourtgen years back : 

“My am im 
what, to write you 

I 


notive of my 
notice of my letters, an 


and I 
cruel silence, deep heart 
t you love me still. Your image is ever before me, 
and at will I can bring your bright, loving face to my 
mental eyes; and as in life you have ever been my 
firet thought, so also in death my last thought, hope, 
and prayer will be for you. Dear, could you not have 
waited for me a little while? And yet, my darling, 
believe me your happiness is so much more to me than 
my own that I do not blame you. a be happy and 
as long as no sorrow touches you, I bear w tever 
loneliness and trouble may fall to my lot joyfully for 
our dear sake. Good-by, my first, my last, my only 
ove, and believe no time nor change can alter my love 
for you. Now, as ever, yours, 


Epwizp Garrison.” 


As she read, a resolved expression deepened in 
Alice’s face, and kissing the signature, she said, 
softly, “‘ I will do it; I owe him that much, and 
then I could not let happiness come so near with- 
out trying to grasp it.” Then, looking at her 
ring, she pressed it to herelips, and with that 


and her letter as a charm against evil dreams 
and fears, sought sleep. 

Clara's inquisitive glances in the morning 
amused her, but she took no notice of them, nor 
of her sister's artful attempt to gratify her cu- 
riosity without seeming to be curious. When, 
soon after breakfast, she heard thg well-remem- 
bered voice in the hall*asking for her, she rose 
and said, calmly, to the expectant Clara, 

**T shall be engaged for some time: don’t let 
any one intrude in the parlor ;” and with steady 
step, though a very fluttering heart, passed down 
the wide stairs. How vividly the last meeting 
came to her mind! On such a day as this they 
had parted twenty years ago; he a young, en- 
thusiastic man, and she a loving, ‘trusting girl ; 
and now they were to meet—as what? Youth 
had gone, and perchance love too; but her own 
beating heart told her with her love remained, 
and might it not also have staid with him?. 
She softly repeated the lest lines of her precious 
letter, “‘ No time nor change can alter my love 
for you;” and, quieted by their charm, opened 
the door of the parlor, where Edward Garrison 
waited for her more impatiently, if possible, than 
at their last meeting. ‘The sight of her, and the 
timid air with which she came forward to meet 
him, made Edward forget the composed greeting 
he had intended, and coming hastily forward 
with outstretched hand, he said, eagerly, in his 
old impulsive manner, 

**Oh, Alice, my darling, tell me we have met 
as we parted, and these twenty years of hope and 
despair will seem as a dream!” and clasping her 
unrepulsed in his arms, they passed into what 
unbelievers call ‘‘the fool's paradise.” When, 
after how long a time they could neither of them 
have told, they came back to earth and realities, 
Edward, holding Alice’s hand fast, for fear, it 
seemed, if he once loosed his clasp, she would 
melt away, said : ; 

** Now,-dear, tell me why did you never write 
me or answer my letters? Think of the years 


_of happiness we have wasted; for when’ your 


father wrote me you were going to be married, 
I lost all heart, and—" But here, at sight of the 
crimson flush that rose to Alice’s face, he stopped. 

“* Ah, Edward,” she answered, ‘‘’tis'a sad story. 
I never, dear, received a line from you,and wrote 
you by every chance.” Then, before he could ex- 
claim—*‘ Yesterday, in looking over father's pa- 
pers, I came to a drawer in his cabinet filled with 
letters, and, dear, they were ours.”’ 

Edward Garrison said notlfing ; he respected 
the feeling which made the child refrain from 
blaming the parent; and Alice went on, after a 
moment's pause : 

**I took them, and oh, my dearest, how much 
longer you kept your faith in me than I in you! 
And yet your last letter—words can not tell you 
how precious it is to me. Do you remember it? 
Yesterday, when I read it, I thought my heart 
would break, to find how through all the years 
of silence you had trusted and believed in me, 
and remembered how faithless I had been to 
you. But, my dear love, believe me, though I 
did you a grievous wrong by marrying Mark 
Bradford, I did not deceive him—ah! had I but 
teceived your letter—I told him all. He knew, 
Edward, he had not many months to live, and 
he loved me so, that I was weak, and yielded. 
It seemed as though, having lost all that made 
life dear to me, that if I could cheer and comfort 
the last remnant of his life, it was selfish to re- 
fuse. But what letter did my father write you ?” 

Silently Edward placed in her hand a letter. 
She glanced at the date, and saw it was the same 
as the year of his letter, and one year before her 
marriage. Her father, then, had written falsely. 
It was merely this: 


** Sra,—As daughter has never answered 


cations. Yours, etc., TBCEY.” 


Poor Alice! it was hard to find her father had 
been guilty of such baseness; but as she gave 
back’the letter she spoke : 

** Edward, yesterday when I found how each 
of us had been deceived, I determined to find 
where you were, and accepted Mrs. Boyd's in- 
vitation, the first time for many years, to ask 
her about you. I replaced your ring, which I 
determined should never again leave my finger ; 
but the agitation of seeing you took away all m 
self-control. I decided, however, last night 
would speak to you openly. I am no longer 
young nor pretty, but I love you as tenderly, 
nay, more so than I did when I first gave you 
my promise’”—then, as he made an impulsive 
movement, she gently drew back—‘‘ and as the 
only reparation I could make for my lack of 
faith, I. determined to put aside the woman's 
privilege of accepting or refusing, and offer you 
my love and heartfelt devotion, knowing well I 
have neither youth nor beauty to charm you; but 
such as I am, if you will—’ 

** Alice, hush! I will not hear you speak so 
of yourself. To me you will ever be young and 
lovely ; and oh, my love! my love! I am too 
happy in hearing such blessed words from you 
to remember that I have any body or any thing 
to forgive; and if you love me, as your words 
avow, time nor change can ever come between 
us ” 


For reply Alice placed her two hands in his, 
and repeated his own words. 

How long they talked, nor how swiftly the 
time passed, they did not know; butat last Clara's 
voice was heard in tones of mock distress : 

** Alice, can we never have any more lunch ? 
It is past three. And won't your friend let us 
to eat, and finish the talk after. 
Ww 

Edward went to the door and led in the langh- 
ing girl, who saucily asked, 

** Well, what is the result of cll this pow- 
wow, Alice? Is it tagbe, or not to be, Mr. Gar- 
rison ?—for of course I have set my wits to work 


whom you may remember, I write in her name to be 
ave only had your father’s cold 
sf letter, I can not refrain from calling and thinking of 
you as mine. I toil for you, I make all my plans with 
reference to | and ; somewhere | Alice 
= 
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to find out from Mrs. Boyd the meaning of all 
this, and know all about you now.” 

‘It is to be,” said Edward, smiling, for Alice 
had slipped away. ‘* And will you be satisfied to 
take me for a brother ?” 

‘* Well, a real brother-in-law instead of a trip 
to Europe is the way the question stands in my 
mind; and as I can't help myself, I will grace- 
fully say I prefer the brother-in-law. — And 
now, Alice,” as her sister entered, *‘ did you or 
not claim the woman's privilege of the léap-year, 
because you looked so resolved this morning I 
knew something was to be settled ?” 

‘*T claimed a privilege,” said Alice, blush- 
ing. ‘* But what it was J shall never tell you,” 
added Edward. And as Clara went gayly down 
the entry, mischievously humming, “ When young 
Love went a-Maying,” he said, tenderly, 

‘* Dearest, your frankness has but enhanced 
the value of the gift you gave me twenty years 
ago; and, if it were possible, your avowal will 
make me love more, my Alice, the woman of all 
women to me.” 


THROUGH THE SUEZ CANAL. 


A Few days since the iron steamship Glen- 
artney arrived at this port from Amoy, China, 
by way of the Suez Canal, being the third ar- 
rival here by that. route-since the opening of 
water communication between the Red Sea and 
the Mediterranean. The officers are all English- 
men, but the ship is manned by a motley crew 
of Chinese, Hindostanese, Bengalese, Arabs, and 
Turks. She sailed from Amoy on the 6th of 
July, having on board 32,000 boxes of tea (the 

largest cargo of that commodity ever brought to 
~ this port), and after a voyage of sixty-seven days 
dropped anchor in New York Harbor. On com- 
ing up to her dock she at once became an object 
of intense curiosity to New Yorkers, and was 
visited by hundreds of people. 

The scene on deck was novel and interesting. 
The swarthy crew in their strange costumes, the 
monkeys, parrots, and other living pets shat, 
swarmed every where, presented a most enliven- 
ing spectacle, upon which the visitors gazed with 
undisguised curiosity and wonder. On the main- 
deck, about amid-ships, was an iron cage con- 
taining specimens of Chinese sheep, said to be 
much finer than any raised in this country. 
‘They are peculiar from the size and form of 
the tail, and excite much curiosity. They are 
about the size of an ordinary American sheep. 
‘The body is white, the face below the eyes be- 
ing‘usually black. ‘The tail is about a foot and 
a half long, and is in the shape of a fan, flat, 
and about nine inches wide at the extremity. 
Much curiosity was-also excited by some Pekin 
dogs that were lazily rolling on the deck. They 
are of a pure black color, and the hair is long 
and silky. The nose is long and narrow, ending 
in a peak, and the whole head resembles very 
much that of a wolf. Another cage contained 
five Chinese pigs, young and very small. The 
color is speckled, white and black, and the hair, 
which is bristly, covers the white spots only, the 
black being perfectly smooth. These specimens 
have been sent to a gentleman in New York, 
who, it is understood, contemplates the experi- 
ment of acclimatizing and raising the species. 

The Glenartney had a pleasant and prosperous 
voyage, stopping at the various ports pictured in 
our illustration on page 768. The captain is en- 
thusiastic in praise of the Suez Canal as a tri- 
umph of engineering skill. The apprehension 
that it would become choked with drifting sand 
proves to be entirely groundless. The (G/lenart- 
ney carries two large guns on her quarter-deck, 
and a supply of rifles, for defense against the 
pirates of the Chinese seas. She also carries 
four large life-boats, so placed that they could 
all be lowered into the water within five minutes 
should occasion require. More than this, each 
boat is well stocked with water and provisions. 
These precautions might well be adopted on all 
steamers. 


SCIENTIFIC INTELLIGENCE. 


Dvukine the closing hours of the last Congress 
an appropriation of $15,000 was made for the 
purpose of introducing salmon, shad, and other 
valuable food fishes into the rivers and lakes of 
the United States, and its expenditure was placed 
in the hands of Professor Barrp, the United 
States Commissioner of Fish and Fisheries. The 
late period at which this appropriation was made 
rendered it difficult to accomplish much in ref- 
erence to shad, as the season for their hatching 
was very nearly over; but, notwithstanding this, 
we are gratified at being able to record a very 
satisfactory beginning to the enterprise, the aid 
of Seta Green, of Rochester, and Rev. WILLIAM 
Curt, of Mystic Bridge, Connecticut, having 
been secured by the commissioner. 

Mr GREEN, as is well known, has been en- 
ganed for several years in behalf of the Fish 


mmissioners of the State of New York in 
hatching shad in the Hudson, and during the 

resent season has turned out no less than 

,500,000 fry. Of these he placed 200,000 above 
the Troy dam in the Hudson, 50,000 in Oneida 
Lake, 76,000 in Lake Champlain, 50,000 in the 
Genesee River, and the remainder in the Hudson, 
at Castleton, the scene of his operations. Fifty 
thousand young fish were also obtgined from 
him by Dr. Epmunps, the Fish Commissioner 
of Vermont, and placed in Lake Champlain, at 
Burlington. 

The work done by Mr. Green for the United 
States consisted in introducing 30,000 youn 
fish into the Alleghany River at Salamanca, an 
25,000 into the Mississippi River a few miles 
above St.Paul. Last year Mr. GreEN placed 
15,000 young shad in the Genesee River, and it 
is said that at the present time young shad over 
seven inches in length can be caught at the 
mouth of that river in Lake Ontario, thus ren- 
dering it quite probable that they will not at- 
tempt to return to the sea, but will spend the 

riod of immaturity in the lake, and will return 

the river at the proper season for spawning. 
_ & larger number of shad would have been 


peacer by Mr. GREEN on account of the United 
tates but for the fuct that the heat of the wa- 
ter of the river, shortly after the commission 
was intrusted to him, reached 83° (on the 2d of 
July), thus stopping all further operations. 

he later period at which the shad are hatch- 
ed in the Connecticut River enabled Mr. Cuirt 
to carry on the work on a considerably larger 
scale, and to better advantage. The Commis- 
sioners of Fisheries of Connecticut, represented 
7 Dr. Hupsown as chairman, kindly permitted 
Mr. CuiFT to use their establishment at Hadley 
Falls for obtaining and hatching the necessary 
number of eggs; and Mr. Cuirt and his assist- 
ants started with a large supply of young on the 
2d of July. The fry filled nine eight-gallon tin 
cans, and an extra can of ice was taken along to 
keep the water of proper temperature. Young 
shad are much more delicate than salmon, and the 
limits of temperature between which they can 
be safely exposed during transportation are 
much closer: these, acvording to Mr. CLirt, 
ranging from 80° as a maximum to 60° as a 
minimum. 

At Salamanca 400,000 young fish in good con- 
dition were placed in the Alleghany, which, in 
addition to the 30,000 introduced there by Mr. 
GREEN, will furnish a very satisfactory basis for 
the experiment in the Ohio. Proceeding on his 
smear Mr. Curt placed 400,000 fish in White 

iver at Indianapolis on the 4th of July, leaving, 
from the mortality consequent upon the excess- 
ive heat, but a single can. He now determined 
to try the experiment as to the possibility of 
carrying the fish a considerable distance, and 
etapa rae directly to Denver, in Colorado, where 

e arrived on the 7th of July, five days .and five 
hours from Hadley Falls. Here, to his gratice, 
tion, he was enabled af ere the surviving fish, 
2000 in number, in the Platte, where they seem- 
ed to tind themselves perfectly at home. 

Next year it is proposed to carry on these ex- 
periments on a much larger scale, and to intro- 
duce the fish at numerous points throughout 
the Mississippi Valley; and it is hoped that by 
continuing to do this for several years, the en- 
tire waters of that valley will be as well stoeked 
with shad as are those of the Atlantic slope. 

The labors of Mr. CLirt were greatly facili- 
tated by the assistance of the Adams, and the 
American and Merchants’ Union express com- 
panies. 


In the London Field is a su tive article 
upon fish-culture, in the form of an account of 
the trout-breeding establishment, near Rouen, 
of the Marquis De Folleville, a gentleman 
whose success in raising this excellent fish has 
long been well known. He bears testimony to 
the ay Seer in fish-culture of not attempt- 
ing to keep the fry confined in small spaces for 
a long time. It took him five years to reach 
this conclusion. Finally, having become dis- 
couraged in his efforts, he undertook to let 
out the fish into the stream shortly before the 
time for the absorption of the yolk-bag, and 
obliged them to seek food for themselves. The 
result was a complete success, the weeds fur- 
nishing. protection for the fish, and supplying 
them with such a number of minute insects 
that they attained the length of four or five 
inches the first year. 

At the present time, streams on his estate 
which ten years ago produced nothing, now 
yield a return of from $900 to $1200 per annum, 
which is double the ae ay from the same 
acreage of the most fertile land in France. In 
the establishment of the marquis the eggs, after 
having been fertilized, are deposited for the first 
three weeks in a runiet, or trench, twenty feet 
long, two feet wide, and half a foot deep, through 
which a flow of fresh spring water is directed. 
They are then placed in a close hatching box, 
in which they are kept until the yolk-bag is ab- 
sorbed ; after which they are turned out into the 
stream, and thenceforward require no special 


care. 

The total outlay for the meager requisite 
for the fertilization and hatching of the eggs 
and rearing of the young fish scarcely amounted 
to $100, the heaviest item being a pump, which 
could have been dispensed with had the natural 
fall of the water been fully appropriated. The 
entire supervision of the establishment is per- 
formed by one person, who is occupied for five 
months in the year, and for a few hours only of 
the day. 


The Secretary of the Navy has recently re- 
ceived, 4-4 a letter from 
Captain C. F. Haz, of the /tlaris, written on 
the 24th of August, 1871, at Tossak, North Green- 
land, latitude 73° 21’, longitude 56° 5 west. Al- 
though this is but a few days later than the dis- 
patch brought home by the frigate Con 
nearly a year ago, it renews the assurance of the 
harmony existing on board the vessel between 
the members of the expedition, and the perfect 
satisfaction of all with the equipment and prep- 
arations for the coming winter. 

It is well known that no efforts were spared by 
the Navy Department to render this expedition 
the most perfect and complete in its equipment 
of any ever sent to the north; and the success 
of these endeavors must, therefore, be a source 
of os gratification to it. Governor ELBERG, 
of the Upernavik district, accompanied the /»v- 
laris as as Disco, and ught back the dis- 

hes, which have thus been a year in their 
urney to Wash 
tain Hay obtain 


n. Through his help Cap- 

sixty strong, | young 

Esquimaux dogs, and a large supply of food for 

them, together with a supply of reindeer furs, 
seal-skins, etc. 

At Upernavik Hans Curistian, well known 
to the readers of Kanz’s narrative, joined them 
as hunter and Some and was accompanied 
by his wife and three children, who, with Jos 
and Hannag and their child, Captain 
faithful companions in previous years, made up 
quite a party. It will be remembered that Cap- 
tain Hau. met the returning Swedish expedition 
at Holsteinbourg, and that its commander su 
plied him with charts and copies of such of h 
notes as promised to be of service to him. 
Partly in consequence of the suggestions of the 
commander, Baron Von Otter, and of other sci- 
entific men whom he met in Greenland, Cap- 
tain HaLt concluded to abandon the Jones 
Sound route, and intended to cross Melville Bay 
to Cape Dudley Digges, and thence to steam di- 
rectly to Smith Sound, with a view of finding 
a passage on the west side of the sound from 
Cape Isabella to y— Channel. Captain 
Ha. speaks very favorably of the steaming 
qualities of the Polaris, her passage having been 


perfectly satisfactory from port to port. The en- 
tire steaming time from New York to Disco was 
twenty days, seven hours, and thirty minutes. 


The great marine aquarium at Brighton was 
formally opened to the public on the 12th of 
August, on the occasion of the meeting of the 
British Association for the Advancement of Sci- 
ence at that place. This establishment is the 
largest and best appointed of its kind in the 
world, and has been planned with the sole ob- 
ject of presenting the wonders of the sea in the 


most complete and attractive manner possible. | 


The building is 715 feet in length, with an aver- 

e width of 100 feet. Its front consists of five 
circular-headed arches,gonnected by terra cotta 
columns. The exterior of the aquarium is 
highly ornamental, and presents a very striking 
appearance. The interior is arranged with a 
view of furnishing accommodations of ample ex- 
tent for all the varieties of marine life likely to 
be brought within its inclosures. The aquari- 
um proper is divided into three corridors; the 
first subdivided into nineteen bays, and covered 
by a groined roof of brick. Its extreme length 
is 220 feet, broken by a central square 55 by 45 
feet, in the centre of which is to be placed a ter- 
ra cotta fountain of elegant design. Fourteen 
tanks are ranged on each side of this corridor, 
varying in dimensions from 55 by 30 feet to 114 
by 20 feet. The largest of all, which occupies 
the whole north side of the square, is over 100 
feet in length, oe oye of accommodating a 
whale of considerable size. The front of the 
tank is composed of Portland stone, ornamental 
iron, and heavy plate-glass, secured by water- 
proof cement. 

The second corridor is 80 by 23 feet. It has 
no tanks, its main purpose being to serve as an 
approach to the conservatory, the first corridor, 
and the terrace. The third corridor is 23 feet 
wide and 160 feet long, and contains 20 tanks, 
some to be used with fresh and some with salt 
water. The conservatory is also 160 feet long, 
40 feet wide, and 30 feet high; is intended as a 
lounging and resting place, and is ornamented 
with a great variety of Marine plants and small 
aquaria. A series of shallow tanks is to be 
erected on the north wall for the purpose of il- 
lustrating the culture of salmon. The whole 
basement of the building is occupied by reser- 
voirs for the storage of sea-water, which is 
pumped up as required into the tanks; and an 
arrangement has been devised by which a con- 
stant circulation of the water is kept up. 

The work on this aquarium was commenced 
in July, 1870, the first brick laid February 2, 
1871, and the entire cost of the work was 
$250,000. Wt is under the direction of Mr. Joun 
Keast Logp, a Weil-known naturalist. 


HOME AND FOREIGN GOSSIP. 


Seipom have lovers of music enjoyed the prospect 
of such a feast as thet which the present. autumn 
discloses to them. Vocal concerts, instrumental per- 
formances, and opera, all employing the highest tal- 
ent of our own and other countries, will follow, one 
after enother, with bewildering rapidity. One is al- 
most confused at the long list of artista—some new 
to us in America, others of well-known excel! 
who promise to gladden our ears. Certainly there is 
no question that an opera season in which Madame 
Pauline Lucca and Miss Clara Louise Kellogg take 
part will be a succesa. 

The first appearance in this country of Madame 
Lucca has awakened great enthusiasm and a keen in- 
terest in the past history of the gifted songstress. 
Her singing is spontaneous and natural. She has her- 
self related some episodes of her childish days which 
indicate the inborn talent. When but nine years old 
she was sent to a boarding-echool; but being poor, 
she could not take the lessons in singing, for which 
an extra charge was made. She was, however, present 
while they were given, to hold the music for others. 
Apparently no care was taken to give her instruction 
in any branches, and when the time came for the year- 
ly examination she had no idea any questions would 
be put to her. It so happened, however, that she 
was questioned in some study, and, of course, failed. 
Looking up, she saw her motier gazing reproachfully 
at her with tearful eyea. Suddenly the young Pauline 
resolved to atone for her failure. “I will sing,” she 
said to herself; and when the music class was called 
she rose with the others, not observing the angry 
glances of the school-mistress, who, rather than make 
a disturbance, said nothing. The others each sung 
their special piece. 

“And what can you sing?” asked the examiner, 
suddenly turning to the silent child. 

* Any thing,” was the reply. 

“ Indeed—well, then, sing the last song.” 

Pauline sang it, caught sight of her mother smiling 
through her tears, and, stepping forward, begged per- 
mission to sing something else. She sang the “‘ Ave 
Maria ;” how, she does not know: only when she had 
finished she felt the breath of a pair of lips and warm 
drops on her forehead, and the examiner's voice said, 

“ My dear, you have sung like a little angel.” 


Anton Rubinstein exhibited his genius so early that, 
at the age of four, friends advised that musical instruc- 
tion should be given to him. He began to compose 
when very young, and at the age of twelve several 
songs and other compositions were published, and at- 
tracted considerable attention among musicians, 


The latest and most novel temperance movement is 
by an ingenious Frenchman, who proposes to remove 
the taste of his countrymen for drink by the propaga- 
tion of a worm which destroys the vine! After he 
has spoiled the grapes he will be forced to devote his 
energies to absinthe, rye, barley, corn, sugar-cane, and 
a variety of other articles. That man has a great 
work before him. 


A remarkable case of mistaken identity occurred in 
to the bodies picked up after the wreck of the 

Metis. A husband, who had ized, as he sup- 
posed, the body of his wife, found, later, that he was 
mistaken. Similar instances are not uncommon, and 
in criminal trials very serious results have followed 
from trusting implicitly to testimony as to personal 
identity. We must, to be sure, in this world rely upon 
the evidence of our senses, yet facts show that even 
persons of unusual intelligence and penetration may 
err in this regard. A case in point recently occurred 
in England. A young man, professor of music, and 
organist at St. George’s Church, Manchester, was ar- 
rested, imprisoned, and tried on a charge of stealing 
thirteen billiard balls. The evidence against him was 


clear. A pawnbroker with whom the halls were 
pledged identified him as the man who pawned them 

and the pawnbroker’s assistant gave the same testi- 
mony, and also swore that he saw this very man in a 
barber’s shop in Manchester. But it so happened that 
at the time when the balls were pawned he was with a 
lady and her daughters, who had known him for along 
time, and to the latter of whom he was giving music- 
lessons, and that he went from their house to a picnic, 
where he was when the pawnbroker's assistant swore 
he was in the barber's shop. This was established so 
clearly that the jury acquitted him without leaving 
the box. Many cases of the same nature might be 
mentioned. , 


An English journal impresses on the minds of all 
sportsmen, old and young, the necessity of caution in 
the use of firearms. Every year witnesses some dread- 
ful accidents—many fatal, others attended with the 
loes of eyesight or alimb. A large portion of these 
might be averted with tolerable care. The following 
“golden rules” are suggested : 

1. Never load or leave a loaded gun in the house. 

2. Never carry a gun in a position that if it went off 
accidentally it would injure any one. 

3. Never carry a gun cocked when scrambling 
through a hedge or leaping a ditch. 

nest a tree or wall, 


fer leave a gun loosely 
falls, or is suddenly moved away, it is liable to 


go 
5. Never in sport pate toward another a loaded or 
an unloaded piece of fire-armas. 

By strictly adhering to the above rules many serious 
accidents would be avoided. 


The geographical societies of Russia and of France 
have presented Mr. Stanley with their gold medals. 


The celebrated lady dentist of Berlin, Mrs. Henriet- 
ta Herschfeld, is described as a refined and beautiful 
woman, with wonderful strength in her smal! hand. 
She extracta teeth with unsurpassed dexterity and pre- 
cision. Moreover, she prepares well-written articles 
for magazines, in which she instructs mother in re- 
gard to the care of children’s teeth—a matter which 
seems not generally understood in Germany. 


A New York exchange says: “ This city, as is esti- 
mated by a careful calculation, pays eight millions of 
dollars yearly for milk, and three millions for the wa- 
ter with which it is diluted.” 


One hundred and seventy-two persons have been 
sent to the hospitals of Rome to be cured of wounds 
inflicted by the knife of the assassin since the lst of 
July. There seems to be some kinds of liberty in that 
city. 


The sale of explosive cigars has recommenced in the 
streets of Paris, in spite of all the precautions taken by 
the police to prevent these dangerous articles from be- 
ing offered to the public. The cigars in question ap- 
pear genuine to the purchaser, but contain a minute 
squib or cracker, which, when the cigar has been con- 
sumed to a certain point, explodes, the cigar itself fly- 
ing to some distance from the mouth of the amoker. 
These cigars are capable of severely wounding those 
who smoke them. 


Infesior fruit is often the resnlt cf attempting to 
raise too large acrop. Every tree has its fruit-bearing 
capacity, and if fine specimens are desired, it is wise to 
limit the production. The reduction may be made by 
thinning the fruit as soon as it is set, or by reducing 
the number of bearing branches. If the branches are 
allowed to be thick and close together, so that the 
sun's rays can not penetrate to every part of the tree, 
an inferior article will be produced. ’ 


Since the new postage law has gone into operation, 
hewspapers, ines, etc., can be sent in parcels 
weighing not over twelve ounces for one cent for ev- 
ery two ounces, just half what it cost under the old 
law. Books require two cents for each two ounces. 
Book manuscript and proof-sheets go between au- 
thors and publishers at one cent for each two ounces 
or fraction of two ounces, but manuscript for publica- 
tion in newspapers and magazines must be paid for at 
letter rates. Tackages of other kinds, not exceeding 
twelvé ounces in weight, can be mailed to any part of 
the United States at a charge of two cents for each 
two ounces. So that for small packages the mail is 
much cheaper than the expresa. 


The great Chicago fire does not seem to have thinned 
out the population of that city. The new Directory 
contains 130,000 names, 20,000 more than appeared last 
year. It is estimated that this number indicates a 
population of 430,000! 


As long ago as 1866 Father Hyacinthe spoke thus in 
reference to marriage: “‘I open humanity's book, the 
Bible; it commences with the history of the family 
from the cradjes of Eden to the tents of Abraham, 
Isaac, and Jacob, and of al) the pages of human rec- 
ords this is without controversy the sweetest and moet 
sublime.” 


If an unfortunate boy in the West is bitten by a rat- 
tlesnake, he at once secks a shady place, digs a hole in 
the ground, and buries the wounded part in the earth. 
In a day he is as well as ever. Earth and mud are con- 
sidered efficacious in many disorders. 


Adulteration might well become a matter for legis- 
lation in this country. In England the willfal adul- 
teration of any article is punished bya fine not ex- 
ceeding £50; and on a second offense the guilty per- 
son is liable to imprisonment for six months with 


hard labor. 


Rossini has this curious anecdote related of him in 
a recent biography, which accords with his reputation 
for laziness. One morning, when busy writing in bed, 
the duet on which he was engaged fell from his handa. 
“ Nothing easier,” an ordinary composer would per- 
haps say, “than to pick it up again.” “ Nothing eas- 
ier,” said Rossini, ‘than to write a new one in ita 
place.” Rossini would not get out of bed for a mere 
duet. He eet to work and composed another, which 
did not resemble the original one in the least. A 
friend called. “I have just dropped a duet,” said Ros- 
sini; “I wish you would getit forme. You will find 
it somewhere under the bed.” The friend felt for the 
duet with his cane, fished it out, and handed it to the 
composer. “Now, which do you like best?” asked 


|. Rossini; “I have written two.” He sang the air of 


them both. The friend preferred the first; so did Ros- 
sini, and décided to turn the second duet into a trio, 
He finished his trio, got up, dressed, sent the two 
pieces to the theatrical copyist, and went out to break- 
fast. 


| 

| 

| 

| 


a HARPER'S WEEKLY. [Ocroper 5, 1872. 


\ wal 


+ 


WORRY 
LOADING. 


— == 


. SINGAPORE. 


‘ 


T 


Hit 


POINT DE GALLE? 


VOYAGE OF THE STEAMSHIP “GL 


From Sxercues By G. R. Suanp.—[Sez Pace’ 767.) 


ENARTNEY,” FROM AMOY, CHINA, TO NEW YORK, THROUGH THE. SUEZ CANAL. 


COALING 
| 
“a - S35 
| = 
= 
4 > 
. 


HARPER’S WEEKLY. 


Ocroser 5, 1872. | 


| ily = iL. 
Si. 
'}) 
=I 
: 
Th 
//, 


Nee 


~*~ 
ra Pa — 
—- — pare 


THE APPLE OF DISCORD AT THE GENEVA TRIBUNAL. 


4 


| || 


V4 


\\ =| ; 
- 
+ 
4 
~ 
(/ 
> 
sity 
= . 
= 
e “o 
¢ 
~ 
A 


~ 


? 


+, 


SIC 


we 
= 
om & 


LAST 
SCENE OF 
WILLIAM TEFL 


TRAGEDY. 


l, x. + 
> 
" 
< 
< 
\ 
\\ 4 = 
/ 
% 
\ 
= 
18 
= 
. 
\ 
AS 
\ 
— 
7 
| 
— 
\\" } 
¥y 
~" 
‘a= 
~ > 
= | € 
=> 
S . 
ape 
— = Le 


HARPER’S WEEKLY. 


5, 1872. 


A WOMAN'S VENGEANCE. 
By JAMES PAYN, 


Author of “‘Won—Not Wooed,” “Carly¢n’s Year,” 
“One of the Family,” “A Beggar on Horse- 
back,” “Bred m the Bone,” etc., €.c. 


CHAPTER XXXVIL. 
DANETON. 


tell you, Mr. Adair,” angw+red Jen- 
ny, ‘‘on the condition that you pass ‘your sol- 
emn word that you do not reveal it ty any hu- 
man being, and least of all to Arthur. ‘You love 
him better than he loves himself; you will have 
a sounder judgment to bring to bear upon the 
matter; no wicked slander against hira will ob- 
tain credence with you for a moment Yes, I 
will tell you.” 

She drew forth the hateful paper ‘from her 
dress, and merely telling him where she had 
found it, placed it in his hand. ; 

He read its mysterious address aloud’ as a law- 
yer reads his brief, with care, and wishout sur- 
prise. ‘* That is the late Mrs. Tyndi hand- 
writing,” remarked he, *‘ or else an .dmirable 
imitation of it.” : 

These last words made Jenny’s hear. leap. It 
might, then, be a forgery, after all; she had nev- 
er thought of that. She had also nevi r thought 
of something else. In her frank and impulsive 
acceptance of Adair’s assistance, and monopo- 
lized by her apprehensions upon Arthur 8 account 
alone, she had never thought of that rst para- 
graph of the paper referring to herself-—Helen’s 
confession of her conduct at the lasher.- Had she 
done so, nothing would have induced jier to let 
Adair possess himself of the fact; andher heart 
smote her for her forgetfulness, as though she 
had voluntarily committed a breach of Confidence 
against thedead. Butit was now toolat |; Adair’s 
quick eye had already perused those f' tal lines. 
‘*T have read enough, dear Mrs. Tyni all,” said 
he, smiling, ‘*to convince myself of tv p things : 
first, that you were right not to show tl is to your 
husband ; secondly, that whatever mo-e there is 
to read, it should not have disquieted yu serious- 
ly for tive minutes. It is sad and pitif..] to think 
of what is here, but that is all.” 

** How so?” asked Jenny, trembling, ‘yet some- 
what reassured in spite of herself by his: confident 


tone. 

‘*¢ Why, is it not plain from her first ‘ords that 
this poor lady was mad when she wr pte them, 
and, therefore, whatever follows must needs be 
equally unworthy of credence—can nc ; possibly 
afford ground for serious sorrow, excep upon her 
own account ?” 

‘¢ There is nothing in what you hate read at 
present, Mr. Adair,” answered Jenny, ¢ ftly, ‘‘ to 
prove that she was‘otherwise than in: her right 
mind,” 

‘*What! Not when she says she f ished you 
into the river ?” | 

‘*No. She did push me in, thougt I believe 
it was half by accident, and though she afterward 
saved me from drowning by great exe“tions, and 
at the risk of her own life.” ‘ 

Jack had meant to appear quite unmoved, 
whatever news he should become pos iessed of ; 
bat his honest face showed bogh ast »nishment 
and horror. 

‘‘Great Heaven!” ejaculated he; ‘‘and did 
you never reveal this to any body?” 

‘*Never. I would never have let yc « know it, 
had it not been for what follows. Red on.” 

Jack read on, this time aloud: 


** * Moreover, I hereby solemnly dec are that I 
go in fear of my life from my husbar.j, Arthur 
‘Tyndall, who loves me not, but is beat on my 
death, in order that he may marry the girl afore- 
said; and I charge whosoever shall fit:d this pa- 
per to make strict inquiry into the cause of what- 
soever death [ shall have died: wheth2r by sud- 
den seizure of disease (as it may have {ppeared), 
or by (seeming) accident, such as thé being thrown 
out of a carriage—’ ? 


‘** This is intolerable!” exclaimed Jack, inter- 
rupting himself. ‘‘ Whoever wrote shat wrote 
it after the event—of that I am positively certain 
—and is a mean and slanderous liar !” 

**T knew you would say that, dear Mr. Adair!” 
cried Jenny, shedding grateful tears. ‘‘ If [ had 
thought that for one single instant you would 
have believed this hateful paper, I would have 
died sooner than have let you sce it.” 

Believe it?” echoed Jack, dis lainfully. ‘‘If 
such a charge ‘had been made, in sucha manner, 
against My worst enemy, against any worthless 
fellow, such as Wynn Allardyce, for instance, I 
would not have believed it then ; and-to suppose 
that Arthur Tyndall— But I will riot suppose 
it; I will not breathe his name in eonnection 
with so foul and false a slander—a slander, too, 
that bears upon its face its own refucation; for 
there is malice and hate in every line. Howev- 
er, let us finish it. | 


‘< ‘Such as the being thrown out ofa carri 
‘or drowning (with both which he hé:s menaced 
me), that the guilt may be brought home where 
it is due.’ 


**And so it shall!” muttered Jick; ‘‘the 
guilt of this abominable device shall be brought 
home to him or her who planned it, o my name 
is not John Adair!” . ; 

** You have read the date,” said Jetiny, timid- 
ly; ‘*the last day of 1860; that would be a few 
days before the late Mrs. Tyndall went abroad.” 

**So I see; but it was as easy to firge a date 
as any other portion of this precious ¢‘ucument.” 

** You think, then, that it is a forgsry ?” 

Most certainly I do, dear Tyndall. 
The only argument against it is contained in the 
first portion of the document, which re‘veals a cir- 
cumstance presumed to be known only to the sup- 


posed writer and yourself. But though you, it 
seems, have never revealed it to any one, the 
other person may have doneso. It seems unlike- 
ly, it is true, but then there is no likelihood about 
the matter, any way. The late Mrs. Tyndall, 
with whom you were certainly no favorite, may 
have had doubts of your generosity in concealing 
permanently the part she played at the lasher, 
and she might have confided it to another in 
order to anticipate your revelation of it.” 

Neither spoke again for some minutes ; Jack’s 
mind had suddenly reverted to Brussels, and the 
strange communication which Arthur had there 
made to him. The differences between the un- 
happy pair must have been great indeed, to sug- 
gest to his friend’s imagination such a vision as 
he had described; undoubtedly Helen had been 
very bitter against him; nor would it have been 
absolutely out of the question that she might 
have left thjs document behind her, expressly to 
distress him after her death, but for its direct al- 
lusion to the carriage accident, through which 
she had in reality met herend. That coincidence 
was too striking to be fortuitous, and, in Adair’s 
opinion, stamped the document as an undoubted 
forgery. It must have been written after the 
event which it affected so exactly to predict. 
His conviction on this point became even more 
complete when he proceeded to question Jenny 
concerning the place in which the document 
was found. It seemed out of the question that, 
lying where it did, it could have escaped Mrs. 
Glyn’s careful eyes when she put the cabinet to 
rights ; and ifso, it must have been placed there 
long subsequent to the late Mrs. Tyndall's death, 
by some unknown but hostile hand--the same, 
in all probability, which had forged its contents. 

Of this much Adair felt tolerably convinced ; 
but, at his own express desire, he retained the 
paper, in order to examine it more carefully at 
his leisure. 

**Tt is not what you thought it was, dear Mrs. 
Tyndall,” said he, cheerfully — ‘‘an. attempt, 
shocking indeed to think of, on the part of the 
Dead to calumniate the Living ; but yet it is bad 
enough, and reveals a fact that I should other- 
wise have doubted—that you are not without a 
personal enemy. Can you make any guess at 
who it is ?” 

No; she could not guess. She had never 
made but one enemy in the world (and that by 
no fault of her own), and she was dead. Her 
inability to conjecture who this foe, so bitter, so 
relentless, could possibly be, affected her no less 
than did her previous thought, that Helen her- 
self had left this train of suspicion behind her to 
be ignited by hap-hazard: It was terrible to think 
that in the neighborhood, the village, nay, under 
her own roof itself, might lurk some malignant 
creature, watching the effects of the cruel device 
he or she had already put in action, and perhaps 
planning others more directly aimed against her 
husband's peace of mind. Suppose, for instance, 
such a document as she had found should meet 
the eyes of Arthur, jaundiced as they already 
were with respect to Helen, and morbidly sensi- 
tive as he was as to all that concerned his married 
past! How fatal might be the consequences ; 
and yet what prudence or foresight on her part 
could avert them? Such a catastrophe might 
happen any where, it was true; but Swansdale 
—the place where it had already happened to 
herself—seemed to her especially expcs:d to it. 
Notwithstanding her suspicions of the so-called 
Mrs. Montague, she could not divorce herself 
from the idea that this enemy was near at hand 
—perhaps concealing herself (for her instinct told 
her it was a woman, notwithstanding that Adair, 
in default of any other known enemy of Arthur’s, 
had suggested Allardyce as the culprit) under the 
mask of and- marking daily with 
fiendish triumph the success of her design in 
Jenny’s sunken cheeks and hollow eyes. If she 
could only leave home, some portion of the op- 
pression which weighed upon her night and day 
might, she thought, be removed from her mind ; 
and this object was not difficult to effect. She 
had only to say to Arthur, “I think change of 
air will do me good,” and he would take her 
gladly, she was well aware, whithersoever she 
pleased. It wounded her pride indeed—on Ar- 
thur’s account, not her own—thus to leave the 
home he had given her, for fear of an anony- 
mous slanderer whom she despised and loathed. 
But she felt that it was necessary to do so, for 
the sake of that burden so precious to both of 
them which she carried within her, and whose 
very life might be endangered by her terrors ; 
and the request was made. 

Of course Arthur at once acceded toit. It 
delighted him to exchange his melancholy state 
of solicitude upon Jenny’s account for any active 
measure for her benefit, while the doctors asaured 
him that her desire was of good augury, and that 
she was more likely, under the circumstances, to 
know what would do her good than they. As to 
place, since she expressed herself as quite indif- 
ferent to it, they recommended the southwest 
coast, and the London physician having a pet 
sea village of his own—that is, of his own rec- 
ommendation—and to whose air he had given 
a high certificate—called Daneton, to Daneton 
they went. Thanks to its medical patron, and 
to a branch line, the share-holders of which have 
sacrificed themselves to its prosperity, Daneton 
is now a flourishing little town. But at the time 
of which we write it was but a fishing hamlet, 
with not more than half a dozen houses 
fur the accommodation of visitors, all of which, 
however, at this season of the year, were tenant- 
less and to let. . There was no hotel, though a 
ground-plan was marked out for one upon a very 
extensive scale; so of these dwellings the Tyn- 
dalls were compelled to take their choice. 

They were most of them very unattractive, 
being of the common marine lodging-house 
—*‘*scamped,” as to their building, with thin 
walls and deceptive fronts, and very “‘ skimpy” 
as to their internal fittings; but there was one 


residence called the ‘ Dcrmers”—for what rea- 
son the oldest inhabit nt of Daneton was unable 
to explain—which was in some respects superior 
to the rest, and, at all events, presented a wel- 
come contrast to their commonplace uniformity. 
In the first place, it did not form any portion of 
a Terrace—so that what was said in its cham- 
bers was not instantly communicated to the next 
neighbors through the lath and plaster ition, 
or overheard by the stranger who might be lolling 
in the common balcony—but stood in its own 
grounds, a small wilderness of shrub and turf, 
surrounded by a feathery fence of tall sea-tama- 
risk, and a low stone wall, so near the sea that 
at flood -ide and with a southwest wind the waves 
would t eak over it. It was of large size—and, 
indeed, at one time it had consisted of two houses 
with a door of communication between them— 
and irregular shape. The person who built it 
had evidently been his own architect, and de- 
spised all rules, but he had certainly not fallen 
into one amateur error—that of forgetting the 
staircases, for of these there were no less than 
ten. Large as the house was, so many means of 
communication were far beyond its needs, : d 
gave it the air of a labyrinth ; the rooms, thouyh 
numerous, were small, and though fyll of nooks 
and angles and recesses, were so far like one an- 
other that you were sometimes in doubt, after 
traversing two or three staircases, whether you 
had really arrived in another room, or had got 
back into one you had just left. In some of the 
bed-chambers the walls did not reach the ceilings, 
and to a nervous person there is perhaps nothing 
more disagreeable than the ideas of secret es- 
pionage which that system of internal architect- 
ure is apt to engender. 

Altogether, the Dormers — which, after a 
might have derived its name, and I dare say di 
so, from the storm-windows (as they were called 
at Daneton) set in its gabled roof—was rather a 
weird and uncanny sort of residence, er~-_cully 
when the wind was from the sea, and cast the 
sand up against the lattice panes, as though 
fileshless fingers tapped at them, and the tall 
hedge of tamarisk bent low before it with a mel- 
ancholy ‘‘swish” like a ghostly hush. In the 
kitchen, which was preposterously large, there 
were rats, it was true, who showed their evil eyes 
even by daylight, and made night hideous by their 
mysterious orgies ; but could ad/ the nightly noises 
that were heard at the Dormers be accounted for 
by rats? was a question that many an in- 
habitant of Daneton (who had never heard them) 
had put to his neighbor, without receiving any 
satisfactory reply. ‘They dared not go to the 
fountain-head—to Mrs. Weeks herself, who own- 
ed the Dormers, and lived there—for the infor- 
mation serene because that had been done 
already by Mr. Lamb, the house agent at Dane- 
ton, and had resulted in the most disastrous fail- 
ure. First, she had called him a fool ; and second- 
ly, she had threatened to bring an action against 
him for libel if her house should remain unlet 
even for a single season. If he took the good 
name of Dormers away, said she, mark her words, 
he would have to pay for it! And so alarmed 
was the meek house agent by this menace that 
he always made it his business to let the Dormers 
first, which he generally contrived to do, It was 
not difficult, indeed, to do so, since it was the only 
mansion in the place, and no great rent was set 
upon it. It hadonce belonged to a lord of the soil 
—one Mr. Waldron, whom Mrs. Weeks had 
been housekeeper; abd when he died he had left 
her the Dormers—in recompense, it was whisper- 
ed, for some very confidential service performed 
to a female member of his family—for her own. 
She was a withered anatomy of a woman, very 
quiet and reserved in manner, and of a fabulous 
age, but she still “‘ got about” the “ haunted 
house”—as it was called by the Audacious—with 
alacrity, and looked after domestic matters as 
sharply as any landlady in Daneton. She had 
not a bad face; but her reticence and a certain 
hauteur, which perhaps her previous connection 
“with the land” caused her to maintain toward 
her neighbor gossips, had earned her a bad name. 
The Tyndalls, however, knew nothing of that, 
of course, nor of the vulgar prejudices to the dis- 
advantage of her residence; and as for the lat- 
ter, even if they had been aware of it, they would 
have held it of no account ; for, notwithstanding 
that painful experience of Arthur's at Brussels, 
which itself had so waned and weakened since 
his second marriage that he would now hardly 
have defended it against sober argument, he was 
free from superstition ; while Jenny both despised 
and loathed it. She was not an esprit fonte— 
though her strong sense of right, and her inde- 
pendence in matters of opinion, led some of her 
sex to think her so—but she was singularly un- 
impressionable with respect to mysteries of »!' 
sorts. To her mind there was quite enou,). 
that was inexplicable in the nature of things 
without drawing upon human credulity for more 
wonders; and to suppose that a icular build- 
ing, such as the Dormers, should have the at- 
tribute of attracting the spirits of the departed 
would have seemed not only absurd to her, but 
irreverent. 

Once away from Swansdale, and its asso¢ia- 
tions with the occurrence that had so shaken her 
nerves, usually steadfast, her spirits began to re- 
cover their tone. The wintry sea, the storms, 
the very loneliness of their mode of life, delight- 
ed her; for had she not always with her the best 
company in the world in her husband? He, 
on his part, beheld with thankfulness the color 
slowly returning to his dear one’s cheek, the smile 
te her lips, the music to her long-silent tongue ; 
and though, alas! while the ow of her se- 
cret trouble was undispelled, there was no fear 
of Jenny’s becoming ‘‘too happy” again, Arthur 

and his wife could be 
a happy pair. ‘They spent ys either in 
walking } ay the sands, or about the primitive 
little hamlet—the marine inhabitants of which 
were as picturesque in their characters as were 


the shingle-built cottages they dwelt in—or in 
taking drives in theneighborhood. Nothing about 
it could be described as either grand or beautiful, 
but much was strange and striking. At the back 
of the village ran a river, parallel to the sea for 
miles, and the tongue of land that divided the 
two waters formed a natural terrace, on which 
many gallant ships had dashed themselves to 
ieces, notwithstanding the warning flash of the 
ght-house at its extremity by night, and the tall 
tower (raised by Danish hands) that stood up 
sentinel-like by day. From its summit the whole 
country round showed a level waste, marked 
neither with road nor hill, but bristling with an- 
cient ruins. Here, at an elbow of the river, and 
there, on the margin of the sea, and there again, 
beside some ancient farm-house in the fields 
(though modertl in comparison with it), stood 
tower, or castle, or abbey, all crumbling to de- 
cay. They had been doing so, however, for 
centuries (for their style of building was not that 
of the Daneton lodging-houses), and every year 
—not as it treats us men and women, with whom 
age “means ugliness, and decay a loathsome 
change—had touched them with some new beau- 
ty, had added something to them of venerable 
awe. ‘To one or other of these Arthur and Jen- 
ny made their way daily; and in the evening 
the latter would try to reproduce what she had 
seen in her sketch-book, while her husband read 
to her from some favorite volume. It was al- 
most like having their honey-moon over again. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. 
THE VISION. 
So happy were Arthur and Jenny in each oth- 


. er’s society at Daneton that they grudged even so 


slight an intrusion on it as another lodger under 
the same roof; and when Mrs. Weeks suggested 
the _—— of the occurrence of such an event, 
Arthur opposed the idea with vigor. 

*“*T would rather pay the extra rent, Mrs. 
Weeks,” said he, ‘‘ and thereby secure his room 
instead of his company.” 

** But it is not a Ae at all, Sir,’’ remonstrated 
Mrs. Weeks; ‘‘it is only an invalid lady; and 
she has been recommended here by Dr. Skew- 
bald, the same gentleman as has found ‘ ozone,’ 
or whatever it is, at Daneton, and is the making 
of the place.” 

**T know all that, my good woman: he rec- 
ommended us—but not to come to the Dormers 
in icular.” 

‘Yes, Sir; but this is different. Mrs. New- 
ton, for that is her name, writes to say, or rather 
her maid writes for her, that a roomy house close 
by the sea is indispensable to her health, and that 
the doctor mentioned the Dormers, knowing, I 
suppose, that it had given yourselves satisfac- 
tion; and as for the poor lady, Sir, vou will 
never know she has come; for she will live in 
the next house, as it used to be, quite apart, and 
you need never so much as set eyes upon her.” 

Thus urged, Arthur gave a reluctant assent to 
the arrangement; and in due time Mrs. Newton 
arrived—an elderly lady, much muffled up, and 
apparently without the free use of her limbs, for 
she was carried out of the fly into her lodgings. 
Mrs. Weeks, however, was as good as her word, 
for if the Tyndalls did ‘‘ set eyes’’ upon the new 
lodger, that was as much as they did. They saw 
her from the garden, sitting with her knitting- 
needles at her little window that fronted the sea ;_ 
and they saw her twice or thrice in her wheel- 
chair on the sands; and that was all. She kept 
to her own wing of the old house, and in no re- 
spect interfered with them. 

On the twelfth day of their residence at Dane- 
ton a telegram arrived from Adair requesting 
Arthur's immediate in London on im- 
portant business. ‘This summons, so. unexpect- 
ed, and so vague in terms, annoyed the husband 
and alarmed the wife. Arthur was extremely 
averse to leave Jenny alone at Daneton, and yet 
this reticence, s0 unc ristic of his friend, 
as to the nature of the emergency, seemed to 
heighten the necessity for his departure. Jen- 
ny was once more filled with terrors in connec- 
tion with their unknown enemy. Something must 
surely have again arisen from that base source 
to implicate her husband, and that so gravely 
that its nature could not be even hinted at. She 

t him to let her accompany him; but 
he would not hear of that—the double journey 
involved hundreds of miles, and she was by no 
means fit for such travel ; he promised to return, 
however, without fail on the ensuing day. Ac- 
cordingly she saw him off by the morning train, 
and returned home-dejected in spirits and full of 
forebodings. She had never before been separa- 
ted from her husband even for a day, and in 
her forlorn and solitary state the Dormers struck 
her, for the first time, as being a desolate and 
cheerless place. As she through the Kit- 
tle market-place, she had noticed that the drum 
was up, a signal that bad weather might be ex- 
peoted, and the wind was blowing as if for storm. 
Still, any thing seemed better than the gloom and 
solitude of the deserted house, deprived of its 
home spirit, and after a fruitless attempt to occu- 
py her mind with reading, she wrapped herself 
up warmly and went out. For a time she walk- 
ed up and down the little garden under such shel- 
ter as the low sea-wall afforded; but—what had 
never happened before, and which showed how 
her nerves had suffered from the event of the day 
—the supervision of harmless Mrs. Newton, who 
sat at her usual post, knitting-needle in hand, 
annoyed her. Whether the poor lady was really 
looking at her or not could not be known, since 
she always had a pair of blue les on her 
nose ; but the idea of such espionage was now 
become unpleasant, and indeed unbearable. That 
hatefal Mrs. Montague, too, had been described 
as wearing the same a dages, and even s0 
slight a coincidence as was not without its 
effect upon poor Jenny. She left the garden, 
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therefore, : nd took a long walk beside the angry 
sea. The whirling sand, the flying foam, were 
welcome to her: in the war of wind and wave, 
and in watching the fishing-boats, as one after 
another they flew for refuge into the little har- 
bor, she forgot for a time the anxieties that con- 
sumed her. Fatigued, but yet refreshed, she 
came back to her mid-day meal with unexpect- 
ed appetite; which pleased her, because Arthur 
had charged her, ‘‘ For my sake, do feed up, 
Jenny, while I am away.” Like most husbands, 
he judged of his wife's well-being by the amount 
of fish and flesh that she consumed, which, un- 
der the present circumstances, was rather a fal- 
lacious test. 

By the afternoon post came a second surprise 
im the shape of a letter from Blanche Tyndall, 
inclosing another from her husband. ‘* What it 
is about,” wrote she, ‘‘I have no idea; but he 
sealed it before intrusting it to my hands, which 
I consider mean.” 

Its contents were concerning the very thing 
which had been weighing on Jenny's mind all 
da 


af I have now found out for certain,” they ran, 
‘‘what, for my part, indeed, I never doubted, 
that the paper purporting to have been written 
by the late Mrs. ‘I'yndall must needs be a forgery. 
The date, you will remember, was December 31, 
1860. Well, while pondering over this precious 
production this morning, and turning it all sorts 
of ways, literally as well as metaphorically, I hap- 
pened to hold it up against the light, when this 
singular fact discovered itself: Zhe water-marl- 
of the paper is dated 1862. I went off at once 
to the makers, whose name I had also become 
thus possessed of, and they tell me that though 
it is their custom and that of the trade to post- 
date their paper, it is never done to any such 
extent as this. The statement that has given 
you such annoyance must indeed have been 
written at least six months, and probably much 
more, after the death of the late Mrs. Tyndall. 
Thus the matter is satisfactorily settled, as far as 
Arthur is concerned ; that is, I mean, this delib- 
erate attempt to imbitter his existence is not, 
what some who knew neither him nor the 
Mrs. Tyndall might have otherwise thought it, 
the revenge of a slighted wife, but the act of 
some infamous forger. Of course it is unpleas- 
ant to feel that one has a secret foe so audaciously 
malignant, but let us be content to despise until 
the opportunity presents itself to punish him.” 

But all this well-meant consolation was thrown 
away upon Jenny. ‘The discovery itself, indeed, 
would not have been without its interest, and 
perhaps its comfort, had it happened at any oth- 
er time; it was something, as Adair had said, 
to know for certain that that hateful document 
was a forgery. But of what nature could the 
emergency have been that had caused Adair to 
summon her husband so peremptorily within a 
few hours of sending this information to herself ? 
It could hardly be in connection with the same 
subject. He would surely have mentioned some- 
thing of his intention to telegraph, if, at the 
time of writing, the idea of such a contingency 
had occurred to him. ‘Thus, so far from reliev- 
ing her mind, Adair’s letter filled it with alarms 
and misgivings that were none the less pain- 
ful because they took no certain shadpe. She 
would have once more gone forth, in hopes to 
find some restorative for her spirits, in the keen, 
fresh air again, but the gale had now risen in 
great fury. The few persons who were still 
about staggered and reeled in the fierce blasts 
like ships at sea, and while she stood hesitating 
at the hall door, an old market-woman, just in 
the act of soliciting her custom in sea-side fash- 
ion, was blown down, basket and all. Jenny ran 
out to help her up, and bade her sit down by the 
kitchen fire, and have some refreshments; not 
that the woman needed warmth or food, for she 
had a shop as well as a stall in the market, and 
was well to do in the world, but a craving for 
company had suddenly come upon Jenny which 
was altogether new to her. Her visitor seemed 
to perceive this, for she observed, ‘‘I dare say 
you feel lonesome enough, ma'am, to-day with- 
out your husband ?” , 

News was precious in Daneton, and — 
body in it knew by that time that Mr. Tyn 
had gone by the early train to London. 

‘* Well,” said Jenny, laughing, ‘* that is only 
natural, is it not ?” 

‘* Ay, indeed, ma’am, you may say that,” an- 
cual the other, sighing. ‘‘ But you may thank 
Heaven that your goodman is not, as mine was 
(God rest his soul !), a sailor, and away from you 
at his trade on such a day as this.” 

** Did you lose your husband at sea?” asked 
Jenny, tenderly. 

** Yes, ma'am, I did; years and years ago, 
when he was no older than .Mr. Tyndall, and not 
so gray-looking; but to this hour I never hear 
the wind like that but I think I hear him calling 
for ‘ Help, help, help!’ It’s near half a century 
ago, and yet sometimes the thought comes over 
me that he may not be dead. Nota plank of his 
boat ever came ashore to say so. Yes, yes, ma’am, 


** Ay, ay, I dare say. Gentlefolks is no freer 
from them than other le. And alone in a 
house like this, they all seem to come upon you 
together like, no doubt. Do you ever hear, 
now’’—here the old gossip sank her voice to a 
whisper, so that Mrs. Weeks, moving busily in 
and out of the kitchen as usual, should not over- 
hear her—‘‘any thing at the Dormers as you 
shouldn't voices and noises, and such- 
likes ?” 

‘*Why, yes,” said Jenny, smiling. ‘‘I hear 
Mrs. Weeks speaking pretty sharply to her maid 
at times (which I suppose I am not intended to 
hear); and also the rats make such a noise at 
night that one would sometimes think that a sack 


of potatoes had been opened and its contents 
rolled down the stairs.” 

** Yes, yes; but I don’t mean rats: they do 
tell some queer stories about the Dormers, 
though, of course, you must know best, and they 
may be lies. But I have known parties to take 
the house for a month certain, and then to leave 
after the first night or two, and ‘all on account 
of the noises.’” 

‘That seems to me very unreasonable,” said 
Jenny, quietly. 

‘* Well, well, that is as it may be; and, be- 
sides, it is not your wing of the house as, they 
do say, is most troubled. Now that Mrs. New- 
ton yonder”—and the widow motioned with her 
hand to the wall that stood between them and 
the next house—‘“‘ she seems to be no more fright- 
ened than yourself; and yet there are scores of 
people im Daneton as would rather sleep on the 
beach under an old boat than in her lodgings. 
It was there, as I dare say you've heard, that 
poor Miss Waldron— Lor, Mrs. Weeks, how 
you did make me jump.” 

** You had better jump up and go, then, Wid- 

ow Bunn,” said the keen, dry voice of the land- 
lady, who had come in unobserved while the old 
woman was absorbed in her narrative, ‘‘and be- 
fore you begin to chatter about matters which 
don't concern you, and of which you know noth- 
ing.” 
‘* Well, the wind do seem to have lulled a bit,” 
rejoined the widow, as a blast, more violent than 
any which had preceded it, shook the house to 
its very foundations ; ‘*‘ so I'll just get home while 
I can.” 

Mrs. Weeks only answered her by a scornful 
look that said as plainly as any words, ** You 
do very right not to argue with me,” and opened 
the back-door for her with her own hands. 

‘“* That's one of the rubbishy gossiping women 
with whom all Daneton is overrun,” observed she 
to Jenny; “‘and I only hope I stopped her in 
time before she did mischief. Ske has just been 
telling you, 1'll go bail for it, that because I can 
get rid of the rats, and the wind blows against 
my windows, that the Dormers is full of uncan- 
ny noises.” 

‘*She did say something of that. kind,” said 
Jenny, carelessly ; ‘* but I told herthat my hus- 
band and I had never been incommoded by any 
thing of the sort. Whe was this Miss Waldron 
that she was going to speak of ?” 

‘*My master’s daughter, ma'am,” said the old 
lady, curtly. ‘‘ She was out of her mind, poor 
soul (though not more so, perhaps, than they as 
believes such tales as Widow Bunn tells), and 
died here, or, rather, in the next house. That 
makes the place melancholy to me, who nursed 
her for many a year, and in whose arms she 

away; but I don’t see why it should af- 
fect others. It would be difficult to find an old 
house, I reckon, in which nobody has ever died.” 

** Yes, indeed,” said Jenny. ‘‘1 hope, how- 
ever no foolish person will ever talk about it to 
your other lodger, for, being ill and weak, it 
might have an unpleasant effect upon her.” 

** There is no fear of that, ma'am. The poor 
lady sees nobody to speak to, except her own 
maid; and, indeed, she has been sc ill of late as 
not to be able to take even her. usual half hour's 
airing in her Bath chair. But I am much 
obliged to you, ma’am, all the same: it’s a great 
comfort to me, I do assure you, to have such a 
sensible lady and gentleman under my roof as 

ou and Mr. Tyndall; and I shall take it very 
kind of you, if you would say a word in its favor 
when you hear it run down by them fools.” 

Jenny gladly promised to do this; and yet she 
did not feel just then that she altogether deserved 
Mrs. Weeks's compliments upon her good sense 
and courage. When she found herself alone in 
her own room, with the wind howling and the 
sea roaring without, and within th -chair 
vacant of its beloved occupant, the sense of lone- 
liness and desolation recurred to her even more 
strongly than- before. The fire was blazing 
cheerfully, and the small apartment was well 
lighted, but nothing could dispel her inward 
gloom. As the tamarisk bent and swished be- 
fore the gale, she thought of the drowned sailor 
of whose fate she had just heard, and every shriek 
of the wild wind made her start in her chair, as 
though it had been the maniac cry of the poor 
girl who had met her end years ago but a few 
rooms off. Even the ill reputation of the Dor- 
mers struck her with a sense of fear. In a word, 
her nerves were thoroughly shaken, and her 
thoughts took color from whatever was most 
sombre and morbid in the store-house of her mind. 
She sat up, however, reading—if that could be 
called such which was interrupted by a chill or 
tremor at every noise without and within—until 
her usual hour, and then retired to her bedroom. 
A fire was burning here also ; but the apartment 
looked so cold and cheerless that she lit not only 
the candles on her dressing-table, but those on 
the mantel-piece likewise, till the little room was 
almost as light as by day. It was one of the 
chambers, of which, as we have already said, 
there were several at the Dormers, which had 
once been of larger size, but was now divided by 
a partition which did not reach the ceiling. On 
the other side of the partition, but not directly 
opening into the bed-chamber, was her husband's 
dressing-closet ; and beyond that again was the 
wall of division between the houses. The 
sage outside the two rooms terminated, in fact, 
in the door of communication between them, 
which was always kept locked. 

Under other circumstances, the knowledge that 
she had only to raise her voice to make her hus- 
band hear her in the next room was pleasant 
and snug enough; but now, when she knew he 
was not there, the blank space above the wall, 
with the gloomy stretch of ceiling beyond it, was 
unpleasant to behold, and only suggestive of va- 
cancy and absence. Most women, perhaps, un- 
der such circumstances, would have asked their 
maid to sleep on the sofa and keep thom com- 


pany for the night, and Jenny herself was half 
disposed to do so; but she was of a proud and in- 
dependent spirit, and little inclined to make al- 
lowance in her own case for a weakness which 
she would have pardoned and even sympathized 
with in that of another. What would Arthur 
say when he came home on the morrow, and 
heard that his wife, of whose good sense he had 
always boasted, had been afraid to pass the night 
alone! Nevertheless, she did keep her attend- 
ant in the room rather longer than usyal, upon 
this or that pretense, and before she left it put 
@ question as to where the chamber bell rang, 
which showed the direction of htr thoughts. ‘I 
know it can be heard in the daytime,” said she; 
** but could you hear it if it was rung at night ?” 

**T could not fail to hear it, ma’am, since it 
rings just Outside my room, where Mary and I 
sleep together; for, as for sleeping in a house 
like this alone, I could never do it. It’s a good 
big bell, and if you only jerk it sharp enough, it 
would be heard all over the house.” 

She pulled the rope herself to illustrate this 
remark, but no sound ensued. 

‘* Well, that is strange, ma’am, for I hitched 
in the rope this very day myself, by accident, 
when I was doing the room, and it pealed like 
a church-bell.” Again she pulled, and again 
without success. 

‘* Well, perhaps it’s the gale, ma'am, as will 
let nothing be heard but itself, and yet it seems 
to stick somehow. I'll ge to the other end and 
see whether it does ring.” 

“It is no matter,” said Jenny, who was be- 
ginning to feel considerably ashamed of her own 
pusillanimity. ‘* The roar of such a wind as this 
may well drown all other sounds. You can leave 
me now, for I don’t feel inclined for bed, and 
shall sit up geading for a little.” 

** You are sure you wouldn't like me to stay 
with you, ma’am ?” said the good-natured maid. 
**It may well seem lonesome out at this end of 
the house, and with such a tempest out-of- 
doors—” 

‘* No, no, thank you,” interrupted Jenny, hur- 
riedly: ‘‘I have got my books, and shall do 
very well.” She felt quite angry with herself at 
having called forth such an offer by her show 
of nervousness. ‘‘I shall want nothing more. 
Good-night.” 

The maid left her, and she found herself list- 
ening to her footsteps along the echoing passage, 
and then, long afterward, to the closing of the 
distant door. If she heard that, why had she 
not also heard the bell? An hour passed by. 
The storm seemed to have spent itself Like a 
woman whose passion is almost exhausted, there 
were still murmurings and mutterings, and now 
and then a stifled sob close up against the 
window-pane, but there was now comparative 
calm. ‘The sea still roared and rolled, but to 
that she had become as accustomed as is the 
dweller in a busy thoroughfare to the turmoil of 
the street. There was nothing without to draw 
her attention from her book, which was itself an 
interesting one. And yet she had only read by 
fits and starts: her ears were alive to the least 
sound within the house. She had heard the 
noise which careful Mrs. Weeks had made in 
raking out the kitchen fire for the night, and the 
shooting of bolts and locking of doors that had 
marked her final retirement. ‘The house was at 
rest so far as its human inhabitants were con- 
cerned, and the rats had begun their diversions. 
Jenny had no young lady” abhorrences, and 
was no more afraid of a rat than she was of a 
black beetle, but still she would have wished them 
quieter. What a frightful disturbance, and how 
unlike any other sort of rioting, do those animals 
make at dead of night! At one time there was 
a charge of cavalry through half a dozen rooms ; 
at another, a sack, not of potatoes (which was 
our metaphor by daylight), but of coals, seemed 
to be rolled up stairs with infinite difficulty, and 
then, at the highest step, the sack was opened, 
and the contents let fall from top to bottom. It 
was enough to account for the noise in fifty haunt- 
ed houses. Hush! was that a rat in the dressing- 
room? Something was stirring there, and had 
seemed to move a chair. 

Fully aware of her increasing nervousness, 
Jenny was resolved not to suffer from what one 
well acquainted with the human mind has called 
the worst of nervous terrors, ‘‘a noise which the 
reason can not account for:” she rose instantly, 
candle in hand, to investigate it, and laid her 
hand upon the door. As she did so she distinct- 
ly heard what, had it been possible to be so, she 
would have set down to the flutter of a woman's 
dress in the pas without. She opened the 
door wide, and holding the candle above her 
head, looked to right and left, but there was 
nothing to be seen. On the right hand lay, afar 
off, the room in which her maid slept, and that 
gccupied by honest Mrs. Weeks—in a word, help 
and company ; on the left was the dressing-room, 
and the party-wall that shut off the other house. 
She hesitated a moment as to whether she should 
not even now arouse her attendant, ahd accept 
the offer of her companionship for the night, but 
pride once more came to her assistance. She 
determined to explore the dressing-room. With 
a trembling hand she opened the door and threw 
it back. She scarcely needed her candle to see 
all within it, for the strong light from her own 
chamber coming over the low partition lit it up 
brightly. ‘There was the little table with its 
shaving-glass, the ‘‘ skimpy” chest of drawers, a 
heap of clothes lying folded in a chair, and a row 
of boots. Every thing, in short, was in its usual 
state. What she had heard must have been fan- 
cy. Considerably reassured by the result-of this 
examination, and congratulating herself on the 
effect of her own courage, she was about to re- 
turn to her own room, when an impulse seized 
her to try the door of communication (though 
she well knew it was always locked) between the 
two houses of which the Dormers was composed. 
She did so, and what was her surprise and con- 


sternation to find it give to her touch—that it 
was open! 

She closed it mechanically, and, with her fin- 
gers on the handle, reflected a moment as col- 
lectedly as she could. Who could have unlock- 
ed it, and for what purpose ? Well, perhaps 
Mrs. Weeks herself had done so, for had she not 
mentioned that her invalid lodger was not so 
well, and might not Mrs. Newton have requested 
it to be left open, in case she should require as- 
sistance in the night? This was possible, of 
course ; and even in that moment of panic Jen- 
ny accepted this sensible and matter-of-fact so- 
lution of the question; the only evidence that 
she gave of weakness, of her nerves being shaken 
and unstrung, as, in fact, they were, was that, on 
returning to her own room, she locked the door. 
To attempt any longer to read her book, how- 
ever, she felt would be a mockery ; vague terrors 
were creeping over her, stealthy footfalls and 
trailing garments were sounding in herear. She 
would get into bed and try to sleep. Before 
doing so she drew aside the blind and looked 
forth into the night. To her. great satisfaction 
the moon had risen and showed itself through 
the fleecy, flying clouds; the sea was a waste 
of foam; the very garden glimmered white be- 
neath her. Even when the candies were all 
put out, it would not be dark at all. She was 
about to extinguish those upon the table, when 
once more she heard that noise in the dressing- 
room which had sounded so like the scrape of a 
chair. She looked up mechanically to the parti- 
tion-wall, and on the top of it, with the strong 
light cast full upon every feature, was a woman's 
face—the face of Helen Tyndall, who lay buried 
in Swansdale church-yard! Jenny gazed at it 
for an instant with staring, terror-stricken eyes, 
and then, with one wild cry that rang through 
the old house from end to end, fell heavily upon 
the floor. 


HUMORS OF THE DAY. 


Aw elderly lady told her son to list the door, in order 
to keep the wind out. “* That will make it worse, 
mother,” he replied, ** for you know the wind bloweth 
where it listeth.” 


The following notice of death in the columns of a 
contemporary is quite capable of two meanings: ‘* Ma- 
ria B——., wife of Hen ——, Eaq., aged eighty years. 
She lived with her husband fifty years, and died in the 
confident hope of a better life.” 


A couple of men being in great spirits, somehow got 
in the gutter. most conscious of the two thereat 
remarked thus to his companion: “ Let's get another 
house; this hotel leaks.” 


A countryman went to see his lady-love, and wish- 
ing to be conversational, observed, ‘“* The thermomo- 


_kron is twenty degrees above zelon thie evening.” 


“Yes,” innocently replied the maiden, “such kinds 
By do fly higher some seasons of the year than 
others.” 


g- 


A Boston woman, who has been reauing in the pa- 
pers that Sunday marriages are illegal, writes to the 
papers to know how it is with a baby born on a Sun- 
day. If so, which should be punished, the father, the 
mother, or the baby. 


There never was an honest redbreast—he is always 
a robin, 


In one of the snburban schools a teacher gave out 
the word “ pealter” to a clase in spelling. It was a 
poser to all till it reached the foot of the class, when a 
curly-headed little fellow spelled it correctly, and being 
asked to define it, shouted out, *“‘ More salt.” 


An Irish editor says he can see no earthly reason 
why women should not be allowed to become medical 
men. 

The smallest German prince sent a short time since 
to an American, obnoxious for some reason, a com- 
mand to leave his‘dominions in three days. “ He is 
very good,” answered the American, “to give me #0 
long a time. I could have done it in three~uarters 
of an hour.” 


Mopet Orgrations—To take the cheek 
out of a man, and the jaw out of a woman. 


A magistrate, who felt astonishment at the change 
of things which had taken place in the present era, has 
been heard to sagaciously remark that “ this is really 
a wonderful area in which we live.” 


ror a Baxexr—Dough-skin. 
What is the moet dan 


rous kind of assassin ?7—A 
man who takes life cheerfully. 


A bald-headed friend, of a heavy, 
perament, was accosted on the street by a waggish 
acquaintance with the inquiry, “Tom, why is your 
head like Alaska?” ‘* Too mach for me, Zach—I give 
it up.” ‘“* Because it is a white bear place.” 


phlegmatic tem- 


Qurrz Rieut.—A correspondent, who owns a valua- 
ble horse, objects to turning him into a pasture for 
fear he should graze his knees. 


A gentleman from California aseures us that earth- 
quakes are so common at San Francisco that even the 
ragged urchins in the streets have shock h ! 


The following advertisements have been from time 
to time clipped from Irish papers: 

ward.—Lost, a cameo brooch, representing Venus and 
Adonis on the Drumcondra Road, about ten o'clock 


on Tuesday evening.” 

From the Cork (advertisement of a wine- 
merchant): “The advertiser, having made an advan- 
tageous purchase, offers for sale, on very low terms, 
about sixty dozen of prime port-wine, lately the prop- 
—— of a gentleman forty years of age, full in the y; 
and with a high bouquet.” 

in all 
the Dublin papers, emanating from a well-known liv- 
ery-atable k r: 
‘To be sold, cheap, a mail phaeton, the property of 
a gentleman with a movable head, as good as new.” 
*To be suld, a splendid gray horse, calculated for a 
charger, or would carry a lady with a switch tail.” 

From Saunders’s Newsletter: “Ten shillings reward. 
—Loat, by a gentleman, a white terrier dog except the 
head which is black.—To be brought to,” etc. 

To these Irish advertisements may be added one En- 

lish one, which was the subject of a humorous ar- 
fle in the Saturday Review some four or five years 
8 


The two following advertisements ap 


nce: “ To be sold, an Erard ~rand piano, the 


ty of a lady about to travel in a walnut-wood case, 
carved legs.” 
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it’s well for you as your géodman is no sailor.” 
‘* Your story is very sad,” said Jenny, pity- 
ingly; ‘‘but we have most of us our troubles 
and terrors and uncertainties.” 
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| RIPENS INTO POETRYAND DEEP ADMIRATION (on BROWNSPART) \acT 2. ) 
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THE FALSE FAIR ONE INTRODUCES HER HUSBAND }.(CURTAIN.) 
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CAUGHT !—[Drawn sy W. L, Suerrarp.] 
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| Channel from Dover to Calais. Although he 
A GREAT SWIMMING FEAT. was known to be an expert and powerful swim- 

A sHoktT time ago an Englishman by the name | mer, the announcement was at first regarded as 
of Jonsson announced that he should attempt | a hoax: but on August 24 JoHNson appeared 
the extraordinary feat of swimming across the | on the dock at Dover, where he was greeted by 
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GUESSING THE PIG’S WEIGHT.—Drawn sr Sou Jun.—(Sex Pace 774.) 


== = = 


— 


thousands of people who had assembled to see 
him off. After a delay of nearly an hour, aris- 
ing from the stupidity of pier officials, he was 
allowed to embark on the steamer which was 
to accompany him on his trip. <A short dis- 
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THE RECENT ATTEMPT TO SWIM ACROSS THE BRITISH CHANNEL—THE START. 
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tance from the pier Mr. Jonsson came on deck 
in bathing costume, and mounting the paddle- 
box amidst tremendous cheering, dived into the 
water in the most magnificent style. This is 
the moment chosen for the illustration. Le at 
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once struck out seaward, taking some fp )werful 
strokes, each of which ‘appeared to seid him 
forward a distance of six feet at least. . It was 
10.40 a.m. when he entered the wate}, ‘Ihe 
first two miles were accomplished in twenty 
minutes, and tne pace was still kept rp until 
11.20, when he took his first refreshmnt; in 
ten minutes more he again had recc arse to 
stimulants; and at 11.45, when nearly : pposite 
Folkestone, the steamer being some ,istance 
ahead, he put on such a spurt that he son over- 
hauled her, and when within hail said that he 
should like something to eat. He ‘vas not ex- 
hausted, nor even tired, but complained that he 
could not keep his feet warm. ‘The jurgeon 
saw that circulation was failing, and on his ad- 
vice JOHNSON gave up the task and \ ent on 
board the steamer, having swum seven niles in 
one hour and five minutes. 

Since the attempt there has been mr ch con- 
troversy concerning the possibility of | he per- 
formance of such a feat; the incredulity on one 
side has been met by the bold assertior: on the 
other that it is not only possible, but his actu- 
ally been dune, and that more than once. These 
legends, however, are far from being ‘ell au- 
thenticated, and we confess to being sc’newhat 
skeptical upon the subject, especially ¢ ter the 
failure of such a man as JouNson. I. is not 
every day that we meet with a man whose chest 
measures forty-five inches round, and ca } be ex- 
panded to fifty; and we should be inc‘ined to 
think that if the feat is practicable JoHN jon can 
and will do it. It is neither the distance for the 
consequent length of time the swimmé:: would 
have to remain in the water that makes the dif- 
ficulty: it is the low temperature of the _sxerman 
Ocean, even in the warmest weather. ; In the 
Southern seas men may almost be said {> live in 
the water. A retired naval captain, in 1 recent 
letter to the London Standard, says that in 1846, 
when off the Sandwich Islands, about sey2n miles 
from land, his ship was hailed by a min (ina 
good rough sea) who was swimming wi ‘hb a live 
pig under his arm, and who appeared t : take it 
as an every-day occurrence. ‘The Lonc on Lan- 
cet points out that JoHNsoN complained of noth- 
ing but numbness, the heart’s action wa regular 
and strohg, and the respiration unimpai ed, and 
suggests that ‘‘ means of maintaining tem- 
perature to the close are surely within. the re- 
sources of science.” We understand ‘hat Mr. 
Jounson intends making another tral next 
year, so that there is a twelvemonth wherein to 
overhaul the “resources of science.” Bu; wheth- 
er any device is hit upon or not, we | re con- 
vineed that if determination, courage, {nd skill 
jn natation can effect. the Channel passi:ge, Mr. 
J. B. Jonnson will ultimately accom) lish the 
feat. In the mean time he might tak} a hint 
from the anecdote quoted above, and spend a 
month at the sea-side practicing daily w th a live 
pig under his arm. 


GUESSING THE PIG’S WEI sHT. 


THE sport so humorously represent¢1 in the 
lower illustration on page 773 is chari‘cteristic 
of the old farming communities of Lon; Island. 
It consists, as the picture itself sug ‘ests, in 
guessing at the weight of a pig by liting the 
animal in the manner represented by ot r artist ; 
and the man who comes nearest the ex:ct num- 
ber of pounds carries off the prize. 4, trifling 
fee for the privilege of taking part in {.1e sport 
compensates the owner of the pig. \Vhen the 
gathering takes place near a public-ho: se there 
is usually a good deal of hard drinking-—by the 
unsuccessful because they have lost, ar i by the 
winner because he has won. But the sport is 
generally quiet and good-humored on a | sides. 


THE RECENT ERUPTION OF 
VESUVIUS. 


Be ievers in the idea that electric ty is the 
all-pervading influence will be pleasec to hear 
that Professor Palmieri, who watched he erup- 
tion of Vesuvius from ‘his observator) on the 
mountain, says the electric currents dev sloped in 
the mountains were very strong. Tl.2se phe- 
nomena are not produced in every +ruption. 
Professor Palmieri observed that durin > the last 
a great quantity of lightning darted atid played 
about the large cone of smoke and ast’ss which 
rosé from the crater. ‘The lightning was pro- 
duced by the violent jets of smoke a‘d ashes, 
by means of which the electric current *s formed 
' previous to bursting. He further says, ‘‘ I have 
analyzed the smoke which rises above the lava, 
and have been well roasted, but I d scovered 
that it is soluble in salt-water.” Fro 1 this he 
inferred that at the depths of the vole no there 
was a communication between the se and the 
fire during the terrible convulsions. Speaking 
of the appearance of the mountain d iring the 
eruption, he said that the entire cone + »emed as 
though it were sweating fire through all its 
pores. By night these pores appe red like 
points of fire nailed on to the back of t! e mount- 
ain; by day they were changed into si‘:oke, and 
‘resembled so many whitish-colored hol 's. 


THE NORTHERN ICE-FIELDS. 


THE enormous extent of the great ic >-fields to 
the north of us can hardly be imagin d, except 
by those who have encountered then in their 
native element, A storm in these ic}. solitudes 
is said to be grand and awful beyond /‘ll powers 
of description. ‘The unbroken swell ‘ f the At- 
lantic, rolling in huge continuous ridg 's, heaves 
the pavement of ice on its mighty folc 3, and al- 
ternately lifts up the vessels as playthi-igs on its 
broad domes and swallows them in its. deep hol- 
lows. Speedily the broad ice-field, se eral hun- 
dred square miles in area, is broker’ up into 
countless re or smaller pieces, whic’ , dashing 


against one another with resistless violence, are 
piled into hills of various shapes and sizes under 
the tremendous pressure. Or, under the force 
of the storm, the field-ice is heaped together in 
sheets, piled on each other to the height of thir- 
ty or forty feet, in what is called the *‘ ice-pack.” 
In this terrible war of elements the wild confu- 
sion, the growling and roaring, as the ice-giants 
smite one another and dash each other to death, 
and the crash of meeting ‘‘ floes” and “‘ fields,” 
may be more easily imagined than described. 
Frequently the ice-fields acquire a rotatory mo- 
tion; and when we consider the immense weight 
of these ponderous masses, we may form some 
faint notion of the blow delivered by such a body 
when set in motion by the tempest’s wing. How 
wonderful that the frail bark, constructed by hu- 
man fingers, dare venture into the very thick of 
this battle of the frost-giants! At times the 
gigantic iceberg takes part in the fray; and, 
borne along in its unswerving course by the 
deep-sea current, heedless of wind and wave, it 
smites the ice-floe as with the hammer of Thor, 
rending and tearing the mighty mass, and send- 
ing its fragments flying in all directions 


Have You Sren Ir?—Have yon seen the most won- 
derful sewing machine of the age? The great Wilson 
UndersFeed, the machine which received Fourteen 
Premiums at the late Ohio State Fair at Mansfield, 
ing against it. his many sewing machines compet- 

ainst it. Thisel t sewing machine is on ex- 
ibition at the N.O. Fair, and attracts universal ad- 
for its finish and beautiful 
work, easy and quie omy wed in which it stitches, 
braide, ete. Unfortunately, there are no premiums of- 
year at the N. O. Fair, consequently the Wil- 

son -can not show its superiority over all other ma- 
chines in carrying off all the premiums, as it has done 
before. No machine ever exhibited has met with such 
success in vege premiums as the Wilson. It is the 
e in hg world, and the 


rooms of this coneeny, corner of Superior and Bond 

this wee ve every one an opportunity to exam- 
ine the Wilson and see the Palace Machines, 

— Cleveland Daily Herald, Sept. 13, 1872. The sales- 

room in this city is at 707 Broadway. —{Com.] 


Facts For THE Lapres.—Mrs. M. L. Tuom- 
as, Middletown, N. Y., has used in dress-making 
nearly every machine invented, and finds Wheel- 
er & Wilson's Lock-Stitch the only one fit for 
women’s use, for ease of operation, simplitity of 
make, and beauty of work. See the new Improve- 
ments and Woods’ Lock-Stitch Ripper. —[ Com. 


Coreate & Co.'s Casumere Bovever Soar is an il- 
lustration of which is deserved. It has 
been welcomed to the toilets of the ladies, and sheds 
its perfume in many a household of America, Its name 
is synonymous with fragrance.—[Com.] 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


LL DRUGGISTS sell PERRY’S 
MOTH AND FRECKLE LOTION, 


because it is reliable. 

WANTED :: $100 per month selling that 
standard and popular sub- 

scription book, Witt1am 

of try and Song” —500 volumes in one. A boo 

for the popular heart. A prime favorite with Agents 

and People. 800 pages, elegantly ey and bound, 

with choice full- engravings by the best artists. 

Liberal terms! 

J. B. FORD & CO., Publishers, Chicago, III. 


The Coming Emporium of the Pacific. 


$300. SAN DIEGO, $300. 


THE PACIFIC TERMINUS OF THE 


ey in every County in 
the Wont and South to make 


NOW RAPIDLY BUILDING. 
Five-Acre Villa Lots, 


$300 EACH. 
Splendid Location; Perfect Title. The of these 
Lots will be advanced Nov.1. Send for and Cir- 


culars. Also for sale, Three Choice Blocks — Land near 
the water-front at San Diego (size, 200 x 300 feet each). 
sold se or together. W. H. FRANCIS, 
‘alifornia Land Agency, 
Principal Office, 187 Broadway, N. ¥. 


The Testimony of all who wear them: 
“SPLENDID” 
CABLE SCREW WIRE BOOTS AND SHOES, 


J ene Stockings and protruding toes are not 
seen on feet where 

SILVER TI 
are worn. Parents, remember this; pA last twice as 
long. For sale by all dealers. 


ALCOTT’S NEW BOOK. 


CONCORD By A. Bronson Avoorr. Price 
50. This book will be much sought after. The 
venerable suthor’s Concord life embraces his e 
ence with such — ished persons as Ralph 
Emerson, Thoreau, Hawthorne, Margaret Fuller, &c. 
The work is in the form of a diary, and is written with 
about all sorts of subjects. Sold every 


BROS., Boston. 


GRANT and GREELEY 


CAMPAIGN EQUIPMENTS. 


CAPES, CAPS, TORCHES, LANTERNS, BELTS, 
FIREWORKS, &., &c. 
Before you buy send for our Catalogue. 
‘PECK & SNYDER, M’f'rs, 126 Nassau St., N. Y. 


DRS. REYNOLDS BROTHERS, Surgeon Dentis 
es — the study and 


branches a life 
work. Painless extraction of teeth. 
R. OLDS. 
W. M. Reynoxtps, M.D. 


CURTAIN & _LAMBREQUIN 


Every desirable of Certain or 


by our firm. Patte 
| chase. TY & Broadway, 


Great Texas and Pacific Railway, . 


SHALER’S PATENT 


PARADE TORCH 


For the CAMEPAIGN of 1872 
is a striking novelty in the torch line. 
The burning fluid being contained in 
the revents all danger of 


dripping an — the clothing, 
ond perfectly safe in handling. y 
blowing through a tube in the handle 
A COLUMN OF FLAME 
is thrown three feet into the air, 
a beantiful and startlin 


Manufactured and gold by 
8. M. AIKMAN & CO., 
961 Pearl Street, New York, 
and 


ENGLISH 
BREECH-LOADING 


DOUBLE 


SHOT-GUNS, 


$40, $50, $60, $75, $100, to $300, 
BOYS’ SINGLE BREECH-LOADERS, $15, 


ENGLISH MUZZLE-LOADING GUNS, 
Double, $18, $15, $17, $20, to $49; 
Single, $5, $6, $8, $11. $13, to $20. 
Sent by Expreas, C. O. D. 


POULTNEY, TRIMBLE, & CO., 


IMPORTBERS, 
200 W. Baltimore St., Baltimore, Md. 


CANVASSERS WANTED 


For “Stone’s History of New York Cit 
The book contains 800 octavo pages, 20 full- “7 Ae 
and 85 wood e cage It is replete with tatistics, 
Amusing Anecdotes, and Curious Incidents. The only 
reliable record of the Chief MetropoMs of the Nation. 
Selling splendid] y wherever in uced. We want en- 
ergetic and reliable canvaseers for this and other po 
ular books, and offer very liberal terms. Send for 
culars with full particulars. 
VIRTUE & YORSTON, Publishers, 12 Dey St., N. Y. 


REED & BARTON, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Fine ELECTRO-PLATED Ware. 


Salesrooms at the facto 2 at Taunton, 
Massachusetts, and at - 2 Maiden 
Lane, New York. 


thee GREATEST MIRACLE of the 
AGE.—Dr. Bernheim’s Patent Metallic Shields. 


Sure cure for Headaches, and 
all Nervous Diseases. pair. 
GEO. SWEETSER, Wall all St., New York. 


Sent by Mail or Express. 


ay no pump- 
accu- 

ra ely , don't get out of 

|| ST A novelty for 
1 the field and parior, 


_and a profitable acquisition to Saloon-keepers and Pic- 


nic parties. Give itatrial Every one warranted 
sent by express, C. O. D., with Darts and Targets, com- 
plete for $%. Address orders to Sole Agents, 

PECK & SNYDER, 196 Nassau 8t., New York. 


CHENEY BRO’S 


American Gros-Grain Silks, 
IN BLACK, STRIPES, 
AND ELEGANT FALL COLORS, 
Of Shades especially adapted for Suitings. 


Do Your Own Printing 


WITHA NOVELTY PRESS! 
which still maintains its reputation as the 
BEST PRESS EVER MADE 
FOR THE PURPOSE! 


hed & 
t BENT. MANUFACTURER, 
Fed 152 Sts, Boston ; 
& WIG 917 Mari 
» 4 LL ’ 
Philadelpiffa ; Jno. F. EDWARDS, 608 North 
Fourth t. Lou . KELLOGG, 53—55 
South St, Chicago:......- Agents. 


MOTHERS, 


Ss NESTLE’S LACTEOUS FARINA, 


A THE MOTHER'S MILK SUBSTITUTE. O 
Extensively used and recomm 
V U 


ended 
sicians. 
by the mi 
R 


H. ASTIE & CO., Sole aaebtes 
15 South William Street, New York. 


INFAN TS. 
WOODWARD'S COUNTRY 
15 DESIGNS and PLANS for 


ae of moderate cost. 
ORANGE Su &C 


4 245 Broad 

= a Send for Catalogue of ali the 
best ks on Architec Agri- 
culture, Field Id Sports, & the 


KANSAS SECURITIES. 
A safe and ~~) investment. Seven and Ten per 
Bonds. Interest "Send for Creal 


WALKER, Topeka, 


OPIUM EATERS | 


Cent. Munici 
ally in New 


If with to of address 
T. E. C ARKE, 


t. Mat. Vernon, Olio. 
ROPER HOT-AIR 


ENGINE COMPANY, 194 Chambers St., New York. | 


Harper & Brothers? 
Latest Publications, 


1. 
THIRTY YEARS IN THE HAREM: or. The Auto- 
biography of Melek-Hanum, Wife of H. Kibrizli- 


Pasha. 19mo, Cloth, $1 50. 
THE ADVENTURES OF A BROWNIE, as told to 
my Child. By the Author of “ John Halifax, Gen- 
tleman.” Illustrated. Cloth, 90 cents. 


HOPE DEFERRED. A ‘Novel By Exiza F. Pot- 
LAED. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents, 


4 
LITTLE FOLK LIFE. A Book for Girls. By 
Hamitton, Author of ‘* Woman's Worth and Worth- 
lessness." 16mo, Cloth, 90 cents. 


5. 
THE OLD Sal With 54 Illuctra- 
tions by Thomas Worth. Paper, 75 cents; 
Cloth, $1 25. Being Vol. ‘a Hovse- 


HOLD Dickens. 
Also ready: 
OLIVER TWIST. With Illustrations J. 
Mahoney. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents; Cloth, $1 00 
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. With 59 Mlustrationa 
by J. Barnard. 8vo, oo $1 00; Cloth, $1 50. 


LIFE OF MICHAEL By J. H. Grap- 
stong, Ph.D., F.R.S. 16mo, Cloth, 90 cents. 


Brack- 
8vo, Pa- 


T. 
THE MAID OF SKER. A Novel. 
more, Author of “ Cradock Nowell,” &c. 
per, 75 cents. 


8 
MIDDLEMARCH, Vol. 1. A Novel. By Groraz 
Author of ‘‘Adam Bede,” “ &c. 


orm in a rance with Harper's brary on 
of George Eliot’s Novels. 


9. 
HARPER'S SMALLER HISTORY OF THE UNIT- 
ED STATES. By Davi B. 

School History o Chet States.” With M 

and vings. 16mo, Cloth, $1 00. 
10. 

OMBRA. A Novel. By Mrs. Orrpsant, Author of 

“Chronicles of Carlingford,” “The on Cu- 
rate,” Laird of “ Agnes,” &c. 8vo, Pa- 
per, 75 cents. 


THE SCHOOL AND rue ARMY IN GERMANY 
AND FRANCE, with a Diary of Siege Life at Ver- 
sailles. By Brevet Major-General W. B. Hazen, 

U. SA A., Colonel Sixth Infantry. 12mo, Cloth, $2 50. 


12. 

THE GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. A Novel. 
By Antuony Author of Ralph the Heir," 
“Sir Harry Hotspur of Humblethwaite,” “ Phineas 
&c. With Illustrations. 8vo, Paper, 75cents; 
Cloth, $1 25. 

13. 


THE UNITED STATES TARIFF AND INTERNAL 
REVENUE LAW (approved June 6, 1872), 
with the Acts of which it is amendatory, and a 
habetical Table of the United States 
able of Internal Taxes, a = Analytical In- 
dex and full Sectional) Notes. iled b — 
E. Syvo, 50 Cloth, $1 


A GOLDEN SORROW. 4 Novel. 
Horr. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 


15. 

THE DESERT OF THE EXODUS. Journeys on 
Foot in the Wilderness of the Forty Years’ Wan- 
derings; undertaken in connection with the Ord- 
nance of aud the Exploration 


M.A., Lord Almoner’s 
Arabs 


By Mrs. 


and Fellow of St. John’s Col- 


Cambrid ith Maps and numerous I/lus- 

tions from otograp phs and Drawings taken on 

the = by the 8 Survey Expedition and C. F. 
Tyrwhitt Crown 8yo, Cloth, $8 00. 


16. 
4A GOOD INVESTMENT. A Story of the Upper 
Ohio. By Wu. Frace, Author of “Three Seasons 
in Vineyards,” &c. Illustrated. 
per, 50 


CaTaLoeusr mailed on receipt of 


IVERVIEW Military Pough- 
keepsie, N. Y. A thorough-going school for boys. 


OTTAGE , SEMINARY, for Lad h- 
keepsie, N.Y. Music, Modern Languages, 


works 


now), ng our nos, 
44 States and Please state where you saw 


U. 8. Piano Co., 865 Broadway, N. Y. 


IMPORTANT FRENCH MEDICAL DISCOVERY. 
Interesting to All. Health in a Bottle. 
Consumption, Brononrris, Dy 
Pepsta, and Putmonary TvBEROLEs RADICALLY 
This wonderful remed ted by the most distin- 
hysicians, and in con- 


Beret, Now ARD & 
62 Willichn Street, New York Post-Office Box 4 
te ah e druggists. 


CUNDURANGO. 
Bliss, Keene, & 
Co.'s Fiuid Extract 
a\ cures Cancer, 
eumatism, 
cers, S and all 
Blood 
The best-known 
Blood Purifier. Sold 
by all druggista. Price, $3 
‘No. 60 Cedar 


Yo 
N TRIAL!!! The new Inperenpent $2 00 


monthly, Sciznce or Hxatu,” 
sent three months for 25 cents, by 


8. R. WELLS, 389 Broadway, N. Y. 


<1 
This Torch is cheaper and handier 
than any other, and costs to burn 
only two or three cents per night. 
A 
roofs that it has no equal. The m ificent sales- ° 
| 
A 
You ask WHY we can sell First 
Class 7 Octave Pianos for $290 7 
We answer—Itcosts leas than $300 
 ——————————— te make any $600 Piano sold 
z through Agents, all of whom make 
100 per ot. profit,” We have 
Y but one to 
at and 
| 
"4 
| | 


Octoser 5, 1872.] 
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HARPER’S 
NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE 
FOR OCTOBER, 1872. 


CONTENTS: 


THE BUCCANEER. By Ricuarp Henry Dawa. 
ILLustrations.—*‘ And there sits Lee the Spee: 
tre’s Back; gone! gone! and none to save! 
* And inland rests the green, warm Dell.”—* Yet 
still she’s looking toward the Shure beyond the 
Waters black in Night.”—“* Why, in the Shadow 
of the Mast, stands that dark, thoughtful Man 
alone ?”—* Lee struck him to the Heart.”—“ All 
shun him; Children peep and stare.” —‘*** And 
there’s no Way that I can find; I've tried all Day 
and Night!’ he seaward looked, aud sighed.”— 
** Lee kneels, but can not pray. W hy mock him so? 
The Ship has cleared the Fog, Lee, see her go."— 
“The climbing Moon plays on the rippling Sea.” 
DOWN THE DANUBE. By Jusivs Heng: Browne 
—(First Paper.) 

Iron Gate on the Danube, 
bear Orseva, in Wallachia.—Recreation of Ulmites. 
—The Cautious Baker.—The Torture Chamber at 
Ratisbon.—Brewery at Ratixbon.—The Valhalla. 
— Passau. — View at Linz.—The Strudel.— Maria 
Taferl.—The Abbey of Molk.—Dirrenstein.—St. 
Stephen's Cathedral, Vienna.—Belvedere Gardens, 
Vienna.—Garden Concerts, Vienna. 

NEW YORK HARBOR POLICE. 

— Dock Rate.” — The Patrol 
Boat.—Pulice Boat Seneca.—*‘ Dock Rangers.”"— 
Nest of young “* Dock Rats ;" exterior.—Nest of 
young “ Dock Rats interior.—A favorite Ren- 
dezvous for Thieves on East River.—A Skirmish. 
—Interior of a Junk-Shop.-~The Junk-Shop at 
Noonday.—The Desideratum. 

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. 
Hawthorne.—Birth- 

place of Hawthorne.—Old Manse, Concord, Masea- 
chusetta. — Residence of Hawthorne, Concord, 
Massachusetts. — Custom-House, Salem, Massa- 
of Hawthorne, Sleepy Hollow 
Cemetery, Concord, Massachueetts. — Fac-simile 
of Hand-writing of Nathaniel Hawthorne. 

MADAME GERDER' SHUSBAND. By Acrnor 

or ** Patty.” 

FISHING—MAY AND L 
Iticerration.—* We came, with Fishing Line 

and Kod, my blue-eyed May and I." 

OLD KENSINGTON. By Miss Tuaoxrrar. 
Cuarter XIX. Kensington Palace Chapel. 
Cuartes XX. Rhoda to Dolly. 

Cuarter XXL Cinders. 

Cuarrers XXII. Mrs. Pal 
Cuarter XXIII. The Terrace at All-Saints Col- 
ege. 

— Head-Piece. — Dolly, will 
you come too?’ he said.” 

THE REPUBLICAN MOVEMENT IN EUROPE. 

By Casteran.—(Fifth Paper.) 

“TIL BACIO.” By Justin M‘Carrny. 

EDWIN M. STANTON. 

A LITTLE STORY FOR GENTLEMEN. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF AN OLD STAGER.—III. 

OCTOBER'S SONG. 

THE NEW MAGDALEN. By 

First Tus Corracs on Tux 

Cuarter L. The Two Women. 

Cuarrer II. Magdalen—in Modern Times. 

Cuapresr Ill. The German Shell. 

Cuarpren IV. The Temptation. 

Cuarrzs V. The German Surgeon. 

ENGLISH TRANSLATIONS. 

A SIMPLETON. — A STORY OF THE DAY. By 

Reape. 

IMPROVISATIONS.—IIL By Barazp 

EDITOR'S EASY CHAIR. 

EDITOR'S LITERARY RECORD. 

EDITOR'S SCIENTIFIC RECORD. 

EDITOR'S HISTORICAL RECORD. 

EDITOR'S DRAWER. 


New Subscribers will be supplied with Harrrn’s 
Macazing from the commencement of Cuarirs Reape’s 
Sroagy, in the Auquat Number, 1872, to the cloae of the 
Volume ending with November, 1873—making SixtTExen 


TERMS for HARPER’S MAGAZINE, WEEKLY, and 
B 


AR. 


Macaztnx, One Year...... $4 00 
Harpur'’s Werxty, One Year...... 
Bazan, One Year...... 


Harrer's Macazune, and Harrer’s 
Bazan, fur one year, $10 00; or afy two for $7 00. 
An Extra of either the Mauazinn, or 

Bazar will be supplied gratia for ever: Club of Five 

Scnsoniners at $4 00 each, in one remillance ; or, Siz 

Copies for $20 00, without extra copy. 

The Postage within the United States te for the 
Macazine 24 cents a year, for the Wexxty or Bazar 
20 cents a year, payable peasy. semi-yearly, or quar- 
terly, at the office where received. Subecript ene hem 
the Dominion of Canada must be accompanied with 
2% cents additional for the Magazine, or 20 cents for 
the Wrex ty or Bazar, to prepay the U.8. posta 

The Volumes of the Magazinx commence ee | 
Numbers for June and December of each year. 
scriptions may commence with any Number. 
no time is specified, it will be understood that the 
-subscriber wishes to n with the first Number of 
the cnrrept Volume, an back Numbers will be sent 
according 

The Volumes of the Werxiy and Bazar commence 
with the year. When no time is specified, it will be 
understood that the subscriber wishes to commence 
with the Number next after the — of hie order. 

When the subscriber's address is changed, 
both the new and old one must be 

In remitting by mail, a Post-Office Order or Draft 
payable to the order of Harerr & Brortuens is prefer- 

to Bank Notes, since, should the Order or Draft 
be lost or stolen, it can be renewed without loss to 
the sender. 


Terms ror AnVERTISING IN Harren's PERIOMICALS. 
Harper's Magazine.—Whole » $000; Half Page, 
$250; Quarter Page, $150—each 


—Inside Pages, Line; 
Outside Page, $4 00 per Line—each i beaestich. 


Harper's Bazar.—$1 00 per Line; Cuts and Display, 


Address HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 


GREAT WESTERN 


P 0. BOX 1410, PITTSBURGH, PA, 
Ga $306. Double Shot 


$40 to 


Svramp ror Paicea- 


os, $8 
to $35. 
Revolvers Sts. Sain yon 


COLLINS’ 
WATCH FACTORY. 


THE COLLINS METAL 
. Watches and Jewelry. 


This cut represents the size and ap- 
pearance of one of our $25 Watches, and 
a portion of a $12 Chain. These watches, 
for accuracy of time, and in ap ce, 
fully equal gold watches costing $20. 
Some of our watches that have been used 

ds have not varied One minule in siz 
months. We make three qualities and three 
sizes—prices, $15, $20, and | Patent Lev- 
ers, Full Jeweled, in Hunting Cases, Gents’, 
Ladies’, and Boys’ sizes. Chains, $2 to $12 ac- 
cording to — and finish. Every watc 
fully guaranteed by a special certificate. W ben 
watches are ordered at one time, we send a 
seventh one free. All kinds of Ty of our 
fame unequaled Cx. METAL. Goods 
sent by express, C.O. D. The Gennine Collins 
Watches can only be had of us We have no 
traveling agents. Send stamp for Circular and 
WATCH 1 cute. Address COLLINS METAL 
WATCH FACTORY, 335 Broadway, N. Y.; 
O. Box 3696. When P.O. Money Orders are 
om to us, we then send goods free of ex pense. 


on 


NOVELLO’S 


ORIGINAL OCTAVO EDITION OF 


OPERAS. 


Complete Vocal Series (containing all the recitatives), 
with Piano-forte accompaniment; with Italian, Ger- 
man, or French and English words. Published monthly. 

Paice Ont or, splendidly bound in Scarlet 
Cloth, gilt edges, $2 00. 


NOW READY: 


Le Nozze vi Figaro, 
Fra Diavoro, RiGo.etro, 

Don SoMNAMBULA, 
Noga, FREIscHuUT2, 
Lvota pt LamMERMOOR, | TANNHAUSER, 


MAsaNIELLO, $1 50, 
I 
LouENGRIN. 


Lvorezia Boreia, 
It. TrovaTorg, 
OsERon, 

In 


** We, the undersigned, have used Mesars. NOVELLO, 


- EWER, & CO.'S editions of Operas, and have much 


pleasure in stating that we consider them thoroughly 
correct and reliable. 
E. PAREPA ROSA, 


(Signed) 
CARL ROSA, 
CHARLES SANTLEY.” 


ASK FOR NOVELLO’S EDITIONS. 


NOVELLO’S Operas may be had of any music dealer 
in the country, or direct from the or: Sent 
postpaid on receipt ot pee. 


NOVELLO, EWER, & CO, 
No. 751 Broadway, New York. 


THE BUCKMAN M'F’G CO., 634 entails N. Y., 
will farnish by Express a 


PERFECT-RUNNING TOY STEAM-BOAT, 
16 inches long, 6% wide. aon 1, plain, $ $5 00; anh 
orn., $7 50. 8.2 plain ; No. $10 00. 
Postpaid, a Steam W for all Tor 15e. 
oung America Engine, $1 50; No.1, $2 
Little Giant, double cylinder, $3 50. 
Liberal Diacount to the Trade. 


3 = 
=) = 
S o 
= Cor. Broome = 
Broadway, ny om 
il- 


For American Homes magazine (600 
lustrated reading a year) and the T'wo Pets, a 
SEND) beantitu oil (104¢ by -mounted, 
sized, rnished), to CH TAY- 
ILA oR & CO., Water St., Boston. 

$1 95 ~— instantly. Mention this paper. 

olds its own with many a family, 

mi. more costly magazines.—N. Y. 

AGENTS deliver chromos as they take names. 
Best Best commission offered. 


ROGERS’ GROUPS 


STATUARY. 


Inclose tes for Cata- 
logue and Price-List 
JOHN neamns, 
212 Fifth Ave., N. ¥. 


combined 
with FIELD, 


and 


OPERA, 
a out-door day and night 
double perspective glasses; will 
show objects distinctly at from two 
to six By Spectacles of the 
 greatent power, to strengthen and 
improve the eight thout the distressing result of fre-_ 
uent changes, es sent by inclosing stam 
SEMMONS. o1an, 687 Broadway, N. 


Cut Paper Patterns 


LADIES’ AND CHILDREN’S SUITS 
HARPER’S BAZAR. 


These Patterns are Geapep to Fit any Ficurg, and 
are flted with the greatest accuracy, TUX NAMES AND DI- 
BECTIONS FOR PUTTING TOGETUEKEK BEING PRINTED ON 
EAOM SEPARATE PIECE OF THE PATTEEN, 80 as to be ad- 
jasted by the most inexperienced. The bust measure 
is taken for Ladies by passing a tape aronnd the body 
under the arms, across the largest part of the shoulder 


blades, and twd inches above the fullest part of the 
chest; and for Children, straight around the body 
under the arms. 
The following Patterns are now ready: 
Fol. 1V. 
LADY'S GORED WRAPPER................- No. 5 
LADY'S WATER-PROOF CLOAK............ = 


MISS'S apes AISE SUIT (for girl from 7 vs 
to 15 years 
GIRL's NCESS SUIT (for girl from 2 to 
cunt GABRIELLE DRESS AND WALKE- 
G COAT (for child from 6 muuths to 4 
BOY'S KNEE-BREECHES, VEST, AND 
JACKET (for boy from 4 to 9 years old).... 
YOUTH'’S ENGLISH WALKING COAT, 
‘ VEST, AND PANTALOONS (for youth 
INFANT'S WARDROBE (Cloak, Gored Robe, 
Yoke ‘ight Slip, Petticoat, and Shirt).. 
TE POLONAISE WALKING 
LADY'S WATTEAU WRAPPER............. 
GIRL’S WATER-PROOF CLOAE (for girl from 
GENTLEMAN'S SHORT DRESSING-GOWN 
PLAIN-WAIST HOUSE DRESS, with Apron- 
front Over-skirt and Walkin 
LOW-NECKED EVENING DRESS, 
justable Court Train and Round Skirt...... a 
WATTEAU MANTLE, with 3- Pleat Blonse, 
Apron-front Over-skirt, and Walking Skirt.. “* 
Vol. V. 
DOUBLE-BREASTED SACQUE, with Postil- 
ion Basque, Apron-front Over-skirt, and 
der Skirt (for girl from 5 to 15 years old).... “ 
LADY’S SACQUE WRAPPER 
LADY'S LINGERIE on Sacque, Corset 
yee Night Sacque, Yoke Night Dress, Yoke 
Chemise, and Drawers) : 
with Apron-front Over-skirt 
DOLLY VARDEN WALKING 
SLEEVELESS SACQUE AND CAPE, with 
French Bleuse, Apron Over-ekirt with Wat- 
teau Poatilion, = Ww 
“ 


“eee eee eee eee eee 


RB 


w 


MARGUERITE 
TALMA, with Pointed Hood, Postilion Waist, 
Over-skirt, and Walking Skirt 
VEST BA JE, with Over-skirt and Kilt-pleat- 
ed Skirt (for girl se 5 to 15 years old)..... = 
LADY'S POSTILION-B WRAPPER.. 
POINTED CAPE, eat Blouse, Over- 
skirt, and Walking Skirt.................... 
—_—— VICTOR SAILOR SUIT (for boy 
4 to 12 years 
POSTILION - UE POLONAIS with 
Adjustable Demi-Trained 
LOOSE POLONAISE WALKING SUIT...... aa 
GENTLEMAN'S LINGERIE (French Yoke 
Mignt Shirt, Drawers, and Long Dress- 


“see ee eee eee 


Sh years old) 
BLE- BREASTED JACKET, Shirt Waist, 


and (for boy from 5 to 10 


SS S & 


SS 


BA Grecian dy , Open-front Over- 
skirt. and Full Trained Skirt................ e 
PRINC SE POLON WALKING “ 
DOLMAN WALKING SUIT ee 
DOUBLE APRON-FRONT AND 
LONG WALKING “ 41 


The Publishers will send either Pattern by mail, 

paid, on receipt of TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. Nine 

a will be sent for $200. No patterns separated 
or exchanged. 

In ordering, please s 


Number of paper con- 
taining Suit, and ~~ easure. Dealers supplied 
at the usual discount. 


HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 


39 
41 
41 


— ~ infallible Pilla 
ers by mail promptly 
Whole- 


Thousands are cured b 
Guaranteed in every 

answered. Price $1 ‘oo per per box. Testimonials at 
sale Office, 145 Eighth St., N. Y. Send for Circ 


The “Three-Ply” Roofing is a perfect success. 
20,000,000 feet in use. Circulars and samples sent 
‘Free.” MICA ROOFING CO., 73 Maiden 


IVY PATTERN, 


‘1009 M ‘801107087 


‘om ‘om ‘eSuyy ION Leg 


M-ZICV.L IRHOIN 
40 
090 V NOLTS “I'TVH 


ESTABLISHED 1837. 


K. PHOENIX, Bloomington Narsery, Ill.; 
e acres; Zlet year; 12 Green- ouses ; Trees, thang 
Hever Piants, Nursery Stock; 4 Catalogues, 20 cta. 


FREE TO BOOK AGENTS. 


An Bound Canvassing Book 
for the best and cheapest Family 
will sent free of charge to any ent. 
contains nearly 500 fine Scripture ons, 
agents are meeting with unprecedented succesa. Ad- 
dress, stating experience, &c., and we will show you 
what our agents are doing. 

NATIONAL PUBLISHING CO., Philadelphia, Pa. 


BOOK AGENTS WANTED. 


The popularity of M'Clintock 4 Strong's Cyclopedia 
having become general, now that its importance is 
universally ee and the inducements offer- 
ed to Agents —— ral, experienced and successful 
canvassers are pl for an opportunity to 
sell this and other valuable publications of Messrs. 
Harper & Brothers. There is some desirable —P 
not yet assigned. For further particulars, ad 

AVERY BIL 
Care Mesers. Harper & Brothers, New York. 


Men and Women wanted every where to take the 
money for our PAT. BU TTON-HO LE CUTT 
; with Silver Case, 25 cta. Cuts & sizes. Sells 
sight. PAT. FOUNTAIN PEN and YOSEMITE 
XX GOLD PENS. Samples of all, with Circulars, 
for 25 cts. ‘Also, THE LADIES’ CAS- 
and other articles. Addrese CITY NOV- 
ELTY CO., 404 Library St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


A GREAT BOOK FOR AGENTS. 
The Struggles of Petroleum V. Nasby. 


Illustrated by Thomas Nast. ene gt by Hon. 
Charies Sumner. Now ready .—Soon ready, ** Words 
Fitly Spoken,’ . Murra - 
of “Among the Adirondacks.” Address I. N. Richard- 
son & Co., n, Maas., and St. Louis, Mo. 


‘A'N ‘Moy OF 


GENTS, — Headquarters for 

The largest Manaf'y of Agents’ Goods e U.S. 

We make 100 different fast-selling 

commission ever offered ; just the goods for State and 

fairs. Send stamp for Circular. ESTERN 
TY MANUF'’G CO., Cleveland, Ohio. 


BOOK AGENTS 


Now at work, or looking for some new book, wil! miss 
it if they do not at once write for circulars of the best- 
sellin k published. Extraordinary inducements 
offe Address P.. M. REED, 139 Eighth St., N. Y. 


ONEY FOR POOR MEN! . A Cash Salary of $30 per 
week paid to honest men and women, to engage 
with us at once. Business honorable and first-class. 
Four beautiful Chromos rents, and 
every thing furnished. G. arion, Oo. 


$100 to 95 per month guaranteed 


eure Agents every 
where, selling our new seven-strand Wurre Patina 
Croruzs Lrxgs. readily at every house. Samples 
free. Address the Grnarp W ree Philadelphia, Pa. 


SURE of SUCCESS. where Business 
ps profitable and legitimate. Article needed in ev- 


amily; sells to great satisfaction. Address Jar- 
FERSON Cuemicat M'r’e Co., ., Philadelphia, Pa. 


"A GENTS wanted for Life-size Portrait of Gen. Grant. 
Just completed from actualsittings. Send 15cts. for 
Photograph. Circularfree. W.S. Boston, Masa 


& A MONTH and expenses to good Canvass- 
$325 ers. = les free. Address 
. DEAN, New Bedford, Mass. 
GENTS WANTED in every County, for the Cres- 
cent Button-Hole Cutter. Samples by mail for'25 
cta. H. De Sirver, 1229 Chestnat St., Philadelphia, Pa. 
WANTED! for the Nation- 
al Recipe Book. Best out! Postpaid, $2 00. 
MICHIGAN | PU LISHING CO., Battle Creek, Mich. 
MONEY MADE RAPIDLY with Stencil and Key. 
Check Ontfits. Catalogues,samples, and 
full particulars FREE. 8S. M. Brattleboro, Vt. 
A DAY to sell DORMAN’S LITTLE GEM 
and Rubber Stampa. Address U. S. M’r’a 
Co., 97 West Lombard St., Baltimore. 
—s made with our Stencil 
and Key-Check Ontfit.. *Circu- 
M free. Srarrorp 66 Fulton St., N. Y. 
GENTS Waated.—Agents make more re mene? at 
work for ue than atansthing elec. Particulars free. - 
G. Sriusos & Co., Fine Art Pubiishers, Portland, Maine. 
$975 AM Agents wanted. Best chea 
ing Machine U.S. M. Co., Biddeford, 
MONT MONTH! Horse and carriage 
$4 H. B. SHAW, Alfred, Me 
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“Let us Hans oveit (WHAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN) 4 Bioopy Cuas.” 


WEEKLY. 


3, 1872. 


ALDWIN THE CLOTHIER /of Canal 

St. and Broadway, has now in press /: beautiful 
juvenile book, intended as a Holiday gift io the pa- 
trons of the Boys’ Department. The entérp-ise which 
characterizes this famous Clothing Houge hi.s no coun- 
terpart in this country. The sales at feta, C.O.D., 
are over Twelve hundred thousand dfllari annually. 
Every garment manufactured ex ly fir its own 
retail sales. Can be found nowher¢ else.in or out 


of the City. 
REMINISCEN JES 


Of an Old 


After A. B. Dvrann, N. A. 
A MAGNIFICENT NEW CHROMO 


L. PRANG & CO. 


Mr. Durand is the oldest of pur Ameri(an artists, 
and one of the most poetical, withal. This iatter qual- 
ity is shown to a remarkable degree in the »icture un- 
der consideration, which is one of his earl,er produc- 
tions. A grove of trees on the left, a stre;im gliding 
through it, a cow-pasture, a farm-house o/; the right, 
the village, witn its church-spire, and, finacy, a range 
of blue hills in the distance. These are the elements 
that make up the scene upon which the ar ist unfolds 
the whole drama of life. Children are pla»ing on the 
meadows, the boys with ball and bat, the girs swing- 
ing in the trees, lovers are wooing in the s! ady grove, 
the farmers are busy reaping and garnerinj their har- 
vest, and under the shadows of a mighty -\ak sits an 
old man, with silvery locks, contemplating «he specta- 
cle before him, which is well fitted, indeed; to call up 
the reminiscences of a life time. ! 


Size, 3244 x 21% (the largest so far publis.ed by us). 
Price per Copy, $2)). 


Tuis CHRromo Is 
NOW ON EXHIBITION 
AT THE i 


AMERICAN INSTITUTE, 
(Corner 63d Street and 3d Avenuis), 
TOGETHER WITH THE PAINTING 
which served as the model. thus ving th.» public an 
to judge of the-fidelity of th reproduc- 

| CALL AND SEE IT! 


as well as the other new chromos and orig,nals exhib- 
ited at the same place. | 


ILLUSTRATED CATALO(IUES 


OF 


PRANG’S AMERICAN CH20MOS 


can be had gees applying for them at*the exhibi- 
tion building, or by sending postage-stam ® to 
L. PRANG & CO, 
Bostoi:, Mass, 


RAVELURS 


LIFE AND ACCIDENT IkSURANCE 
COMPANY, of Hartford, Cor’. Cash As- 
sets, $2,103,296. Grants LIE £ and EN- 


y 
er day for Eight Years 
in benefits to policy-holders. | ; 


MAGIC LANTERNS AND STEREGPTICONS. 


Unrivaled assortment of Views always (n hand. 
Priced and Illustrated Catalogues sen, by mail to 
any address on receipt of 10 cents each. - 
Part Ist. Mathematical Instruments..... i>» 156 pages 
2d. Optical Instruments........... 107 
“ 8d. a Lanterns and Stereopticot:s, 
AMES W. QUEEN & 0., 
924 Chestnut St., Ph ladelphia; 
535 Broadway, New York. 


TI OUISVILLE CITY Intéirest payable 
4 in New York. For sale by ; 
Exchang: Place, N.Y. 


DREXEL, MORGAN, & CO., 


DIAMONDS, WATCHES, JEWELRY, 


At Extremely Low Prices, to wind up the business. 


We are 


CLOSING OUT 


our Entire Stock of 
Clocks, Bronzes, Fans, & Fancy Articles, 


OSBORNE & TOWNSEND, 
527 Broadway, Corner of Spring St., N. Y. 


Glove:Fitting Corset. 


ING 
name THOMSON, and the trade-mark, a Crown. 


THOMSON’S 


WORLD-RENOWNED PATENT 


No Corset has ever enj 
Dy @ world-wide popular- 
ity. 
The demand for them is 
constantly increasing, 


UNIVERSAL 
SATISFACTION, 

‘Are Handsome, Durable, 
Economical, and 

A PERFECT FIT. 


Ask for THOMSON’S GENUINE GLOVE- 
ITT every Corset being stamped with the 


Sold by all First-Class Dealers. 


THE PEOPLE'S PUMPS. 86 New York. 


Plumbers and 
the Trade re- 
quested. Cir- 


W. 8. BLUNT 
: culars sent. 


Agent. 


St. LOUIS CITY SIX PER CENT. 


York. Water Tax pledged for principal and Interest. 
For sale by DREXEL, MORGAN & CO., Bankers, 
53 Exchange N. Y. 


OLD BONDS, Interest payable in New 


110 WATER STREET, N. Y. 


Place, 


Jc ALFRED JURGENSEN 


WATCHES. 


Anchor, Lever, Chronometer, Sweep Seconds, 1,5, and 
15 Minute Repeaters. These watches are now pro- 
nounced the best time-keepers made. 


SCHUYLER, HARTLEY, & GRAHAM, 
20 & 22 John St, New York, 

Sole Agents for the U.S. 

Also, a Large Assortment of WALTHAM Watches. 


SHIRTS. 


W. Johnston, 
260 GRAND STREET, New York, 


and Men's Furnishing Goods. Six su 
rior Dress Shirts made to measure, of Wamsutta xx 


Also, Hosie 


muslin, for $15 and upward, according to the linen. 
&2~ Six fine Dress Shirts of Masonville Muslin for $12. 
To Deny om residing outside of New York a good 
fit will be guarantced by sending the following meas- 
urements in inches: Size of Collar worn; measure from 
centre of Shoulder along arm to Knuckle of small fin- 
ger; around Chest, Waist, and Wrist. State number 
of Plaits; if for Studs, Spirals, or Buttons; style of Cuff. 
=~ The Trade supplied with Dress Shirts to Order. 


DAN TALMAGE’S SONS, 

CHARLESTON, 8. C. 
It is not Rice Flour. It is manufactured from the 

choicest selections of the ‘‘ White Seed Rice,” and by 

process which renders it a superior of all farinaceous 

——— For desserts, or as a diet for invalids, it 
unsurpassed. 


{SOLD BY ALL GROCERS, | 


THE ONLY PEN TO MARK CLOTHES WITH! 


Sent free, with Payson’s or Briggs’ Indelible 
Ink, for 75 cents. Traveling Agents wanted. Address 
F. H. STODDARD & CO., 63 Fulton St., New York. 


URVEYING INSTRUMENTS, 
First Quality only, at Moderate Prices. 
Transits, Levels, Six-inch Nonias Survey- 
ors’ Com Every Instrument guaran- 
teed. ce-Lists sent free. 
BLUNT & CO., 
P. O. Box 1585. 16 Burling Slip, N. Y. 
IMPERIAL SCOTCH OATMEAL 


Excels all others. A most nutritious and palatable 
food. In pound packets. Sold by all Grocers. 


ECK WITH SEWING MACHINE, f10. 
Warranted 2 years by the Co. 26 W. Broadway, N. Y. 


WEBER 


PIANO-FORTES. 


Endorsed by the leading Artists, Seminarians, and the 
Press, as the 


BEST PIANOS MADE. 


Prices as reasonable and terms as casy as consistent 
with thorough workmanship. 


WAREROOMS, 


Fifth Avenne, cor. 16th St., N. Y. 
PORTABLE STEAM-ENGINES, 


With or without Wagons. Warranted equal to any. 
Cire on application. 
J. HOADLEY & CO., 
Lawrence, Mass. 
FISHERMEN! 
TWINES and NETTING, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


WM. E. HOOPER & SONS, 
sm Send for Price-List.} Baltimore, Md. 


- 


SELTZE 


sparkling. 


A HARVEST OF DIAMONDS 


Has rewarded the toil of certain lucky adventurers ander the burning sun of 
Africa; but what is the value of the rarest gem that ever 
or woe compared with — 
pepsia an ousness, restores the a regulates 

and tones and invigorates the whole vital ‘system ? Science has bestow 
upon the world this estimable gift in , 

TARRBRANT’S EFFERVESCENT SELTZER APERIENT, . 
which is to all other preparations of its clasé what the diamond is ae 
jewels, and, when foaming in the goblet of the fevered invalid, as bright 

Sold by all druggists. 


THE BEST & CHEAPEST ARTICLE IN THE WORLD FOR HOUSE ; 
A POLIO- Cleans windows, scours knives and table-ware, removes 
y stains from marble, and rust from 


AVES time, labor, material, and expense. 


ittered in crown 
that cures dys- 
rdered bow 


"CLEANING. 


Of 


. 
(ORIGINAL) 


Continental Life Insurance Co., 


HARTFORD, CONN. . 


INCORPORATED, MAY, 1862. 


SAM’L E. ELMORE, President. ) 
FRANCIS D. DOUGLASS, Secretary. H.R. MORLEY, Actuary. 


The CONTINENTAL especially commends itself, by its past experience 
and present management, to those who desire to place their insprance in a” 
conservative company, conducted on the principle of furnishing reliable and 
absolute insurance at as reasonable cost as is consistent with perfect security. 


JOHN 8. RICE, Vice-President. 


tz A few first-class Agents wanted for unoccupied fields. 


WATCH BUYERS. 


The WALTHAM WATCH bearing the trade-mark 
of ‘‘ Crescent St.” meets the requirements of a large 
class, such as Travelers, Railroad Men, and others who 
lead active lives, This watch has an extra quick beat, 
and on this account is not so liable to be disturbed by 
the constant jar of Railroad Travel. It has a Micro- 
metrical Regulator, is adjusted to heat and cold, and 
contains every improvement that experience has shown 
to be desirable. They are already in use on all the 
leading roads in the country, and are worn by those 
who require strong as well as accurate time-keepers. 
The Superintendent of one of the Nevada mines writes 
that 

“Your (Waltham) Watches are the 
only ones that will stand the shock of 
blasting. We have in this mine both 
Foreign and different kinds of Ameri- 
can Watches, but the WALTHAM™ 
WATCH is the only one adapted to 
our purpose.’ 

For sale by all leading jewelers. 

No watches retailed by the Company. 

ROBBINS & APPLETON, 
GENERAL AGENTS, 
No. 1 BOND 8T., NEW YORK. 


TWENTY PER CENT, 


INVESTMENT. 
THE AMERICAN BRIDGE CO., 


OF CHICAGO, ILL. 
L. B. BOOMER, of Chicago, President. 


(ORGANIZED AUGUST 1, 1870.) 


AUTHORIZED CAPITAL STOCK, $1,000,000. 


The Subscription Books will Posi- 
tively Close Oct. Ist, 1872. 


The whole amount of the authorized Capital Stock 
of this Company not having been issued, the balance 
will be isaued to subscribers at par, payment for same 
ty be made in four installments of 25 per cent. each, 


25 per cent. July 15th, 25 r cent. 
Aug. ist, 25 per cent. Sept. Ist, and 25 
1872. Past due in- 


Books now o 
be positively closed at 8 P.M., Oct. Ist, 1872 

et paid stock issued at this 
time is $414,700, and on this basis the Compan 
shows a present surplus of $136,280 97, and 
now doing a flourishing business. Over one thousand 
men are almost constantly employed in their extensive 
works, and they now have on hand $2,500,000 of 
work for various railroads in the United States (am 
which may be mentioned the Chicago, BR. I., 
Pacific; Lake Shore & M. uthern ; 
Chicago & N. Western; Missouri, Kan- 
sas, & Texas; Michigan Central; Mis- 
souri Pacific, &c., &c.), and the net profit on 
this work alone will be over $400,000, e Com- 

ny is now offered work to the amount of more than 
6,000,000, including some of the bri 
ever built in this country; to accept of which, and fur- 
ther business, necessitates a r working capital, as 
immense amounts of material have to be kept con- 
stantly on hand, and the Company are frequent] 
to receive, in part payment or their work, rail. 
road and other bonds, which are perfectly securi- 
-— but not always immediately marketab 
he Turrty acres of land in Chicago belonging to the 
Company, and on which their extensive machine and 
shope are situated, is now worth nearly $300,000, 
and prominent real estate dealers saz it will be worth, in 
siz years, at least $1,000,000—an amount equal to the 
whole proposed capital. ° 
The career of the American Barper Company, though 
brief, has already fully demonstrated the profitableness 
of the enterprise. The Company has constructed since 
its organization, and up to the 81st of December, 1871 
a total of 38,137 feet of bridges, 18 tu tables, and 
16 iron roofs, and pneumatic and screw pile substruc- 
tures, euating $3,400,000, and have facilities for 
the construction of pneumatic piles uns y any 
mpany in the country, and a capacity for the con- 
struction of at least 150 feet of bridges for every work- 
ing day in the year. 

e Iron Railroad and Highway Bridge at Leaven- 
worth, of three spans of 840 feet each, and the Union 
Pacific Bridge across the Missouri River, of eleven spans 
of 250 feet each, were constructed by this Company. 

The net profit arising from this business, as shown 
the books of the Com 
1872, was the sum of $373,482 14, or at the rate 
of $224,089 28 annum, over 50 per 

cent, upon the capital stock then ou . W 
ep new structures, machinery, &c., the 
Company will have much = capacity and the 
ma or cash, thereby making a saving 

of from $50,000 to $75,000 per year. 

The Company can undoubtedly, on above basis, make 


dividends os em 20 to 25 per cent. annum on 
1,000, 0, with a fair 


the full amount of capital, 
prospect of considerable increase. 
to give to those in- 


The a are prepared 
quiring the est details and entire satisfaction re- 
garding the reliability of the snpeay’s statements, 
and the unquestioned integrity and ability of its officers. 

We confidently commend to — the above as 
an investment worthy their atten 


MARVIN BROS., Bankers, 
49 Exchange Place, N. Y., 
Sole Financial Agents in the East. 


“DOMESTIC” M. Co., 96 Chambers St. N. ¥. 


| 
776 HARPERS 
| 
VN 
; ee stallments to be paid with interest at 
the time of subscription. 
SS 
THEY GIVE 
force 
market. on- 
——- 
ed to welisfrom 
: 6 to 100ft. deep. 

forms. Ample Security, Sow Rates. <4 
Also insures against ACCIDENTS, ~ 
causing death or total disability. Policies 

A DOMESTIC ‘ 
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LONDON: A. PILGEHRIMIAGE. 


BY GUSTAVE DORE AND BLANCHARD JERROLD. 


Co be Completed in Cwelve Parts.— Part 7. 


CONTENTS. 


: CHAPTER XII.——LONDON UNDER GREEN LEAVES. 
CHAPTER XIIL——WITH THE Beasts. 
ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Sr. James's PARK—FEEDING THE DUCKS. | ‘THE DERBY—TATTENHAM CORNER. WESTMINSTER ABBEY—THE CHOIR, 
ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS—THE MONKEY HOUSE. THE OPERA. THE LapteEs’ MILE. 
THE SANDWICH MAN. THE FLOWER HAWKER. ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS—SUNDAY PROMENADE, 
Hype PARK CORNER—PICCADILLY ENTRANCE. ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS—THE PARROT WALK. Hype PARK CORNER—THE Row, 


The general view of London in the time of Charles the Second, that Macaulay has 
included in the famous third chapter of his history, and which was the result of 
laborious days in the British Museum, and a vast stretch of reading through obscure 
4 URELY the most obstinate and pamphlets and correspondence, is of the kind we contemplated—only of the London 
prejudiced traducer of Lon- | that was living and toiling under our eyes. “* Whoever examines the maps of London,” 
don must admit that the Macaulay writes, “which were published toward the close of the reign of Charles the 
Cockney is well provided | Second, will see that only the nucleus of the present capital then existed. The town 
with greenery. The pictur- | did not, as now, fade by imperceptible degrees into the country. No long avenues of 
esqueness of the St. James's villas, embowered in lilacs and laburnums, extended from the great centre of wealth 
and Regent's Parks, and of | and civilization almost to the boundaries of Middlesex, and far into the Jkheaft of Kent 
Kensington Gardens, is not to | and Surrey. In the east, no part of the immense line of warehouses and artificial 
be matched by any capital | lakes which now stretches from the Tower to Blackwall had even been projected. 
with which I am familiar, or | On the west, scarcely one of those stately piles of building which are inhabited by 
of which I have : 4 
heard. In these 
open places 
there are sylvan 


CHAPTER XII. 
LONDON UNDER GREEN LEAVES, 


recesses andsyl- 
van views that 
carry the mind 
and heart hun- 
dreds of miles 
from the noise 
and dirt of 
Cheapside. The 
scene which 
fellow - pilgrim 
drew, lying 
upon the grass 
in the Regent's 
Park, one sum- 
mer afternoon, 
would suggest a 
the bosom of the 
Royal county, but for the peopling of it by nursery-maids, children, 
idlers, and the inevitable Life-Guardsman. There are corners in Ken- 
sington Gardens, and there is timber there, not surpassed by all the 
wealth in beauty of Windsor. Nay, in some of our London squares—in 
Lincoln’s Inn Fields, for instance, which is barbarously fenced off from 
the Loudoner’s tread—there are scenes ready to the landscape painter's 
hand. 
London under green leaves presents, in short, to the foreigner, a con- , 
stant source of wonder and delight. 
Then, agaip, the suburbs of London are renowned, wherever traveled 
people abide, for their rich 
and rare natural beauties. 
The sylvan glories of the 
English home counties have 
attracted all who, having 
business in London, can af- 
ford to escape well away 
from the sound of Bow Bells 
(sound that many a Cock- 
ney never heard) and enjoy 
a sleep within sight of the 
buttercups. Having finished 


dur labors for the day among ~ 
all classes, and shades of : ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS—THE MONKEY HOUSE 


classes, of the metropolis, 
and had more than our share of fog and | the noble and wealthy was in existence; and Chelsea, which is now peopled by more 


smoke, we have often hied to the out- | than forty thousand human beings, was a quiet country village, with about a thou- 
skirts. In this way, bit by bit, we have |-sand inhabitants. On the north, eattle fed, and sportsmen wandered with dogs and 
made a journey round the world of Lon- | guns, over the site of the borough of Marylebone, and over far the greater part of the 
dou—watching the great city, upon the | space now covered by the boroughs of Finsbury and of the Tower Hamlets. ‘Islington 
ruins of which Lord Macaulay’s New | was almost a solitude; and poets loved to contrast its silence and repose with the din 
Zealander is to gaze, from every height; | and turmoil of the monster London. On the south, the capital is now connected with 


\ j \ \ 


>.) 
4s) \W \\ AVA | from Muswell Hill on the north, and Syd- | its suburb by several bridges, not inferior in magnificence and solidity to the noblest 
4 i i Lon e enham on the south; from Highgate and | works of the Cesars. In 168 a single line of irregular arches, overhung by piles of 
aH N | Hampstead; and, lastly, from the hill of | mean and crazy houses, and garnished, after a fashion worthy of the naked barbariang 
THE SANDWICH MAN. Richmond. of Dahomey, with scores of mouldering heads, impeded the navigation of the river,” 
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The face of the his- 
torian. is familiar to 
most of us. 
us have heard his voice 
in the Senate: the 
chosen few have been 


Many of 


aspects, because of the 
energy of the race that 
dwells within in, the 
citizens themselves are 
modified by slow de- 
grees; and it is with 


charmed with his ripe, 
full talk in tho study 
and at the breakfast- 
table. And yet his 
contrasts, between his 


present and the days 
of Charles the Second, 
suggest a further con- 
trast—almost as star- 
tling as his own. The 
ducks are fed in the St. 
James’s Park from an 
iron suspension-bridge. 
The under-ground rail- 
way from Padding- 
ton to the City; the 
Thames Embankment ; 
the Holborn  Via- | 
duct; the new Bridges 
at Westminster and. iv 
Blackfriars; the broad streets skit'ted with palatial offices which have been driven 
through the City, opening up the ¢ast and west traffic; the railway through Brunel’s 
Thames Tunnel; and lastly, the exti ordinary net-work of the metropolitan railway sys- 
tem that brings the locomotive al.nost to every man’s door, are salient points of a 
London that would be as strange t») the spirit of the histortan, could he stir from his 
cerements to look upon it, as the Ldiden of Charles the Second’s time appears to all of 
us, under the magic touches of his vivifying pen. When Macaulay wrought the third 
chapter of his history, men had not, dreamed that they would pass under London from 
the Great Western to the heart ofthe City; nor that a merchant from his counting- 
house would be able to talk with Tew York and Caleutta. The New York gossip of ° 
yesterday is ours upon our breakfast?table. We can almost hear the hum of Wall Street. 
If externals are forever changing’ however, in this London which has few venerable 


—— 


HYDE PARK CORNER—PICCADILLY ENTRANCE, 


these, chiefly, that we 
have dealt. They are 
nowhere to be studied 
to greater advantage 
than upon the broad 
green spots which are 
the, glory of London; 
and for which the 
Londoner would fight 
more ferociously than 
for any other right or 
privilege whatever. 
In the St. James’s 
Park, betimes in spring 
and summer, are to be 
found men, women, and 
children of all degrees, 
bowered in abundant 
greenery. The veriest 
Tom Allalone is to be 
seen furtively angling for sticklebacks, and dodging the park keepers from point to point. 
The nurses are in groups airing children as fresh as the roses nodding in the shrubberies ; 
and legislators and ladies are of the mixed party. We pass over the shoulder of the Green 
Park to Hyde Park and the Ride; and here are only the gently born and gently nur- 
tured, driving the heat and faintness of the ball-room out by spirited canters through 
| a grove of such green leaves as only our, well-abused English climate can produce. 
Hyde Park at the height of the season; Hyde Park on an afternoon when the Four-in- 
Hand Club is out in ful! force, is the best picture we can present to the stranger of the 
pride and wealth, the blood and bearing, the vomeliness, beauty, and metal of Old England. 
In the Park are the grand head-quarters of fashion that are not to be matched for 
stateliness, variety, and natural beauty ; and where all the loveliness seen on drawing- 


room nights at the Opera is to be met betimes gathering fresh roses amid the greenery. 


THE DERBY—TATTENHAM CORNER. 
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CHAPTER XIIL. 


WITH 


| 


THE BEASTS. 


PERA very full last night,” or “ Didn't 


get home till two,” or “ Lady Ermine 
looks well after the crush,” are the 
greetings upon the grass on Sunday 
afternoons in the season, after Whit- 
suntide, in the Zoological Gardens. 

No wonder that the quiet lounges 
in the Gardens were so popular betore 
they reached the honors of burlesque 
and the vulgar wits of the music-halls. 
It is the very place for quiet easy talk 
in the open air, with the animals to 
point the conversation. The senti- 
mental linger by the gazelles; the hoy- 
den makes merry with the parrots; 
the humorists gather in the monkey 
house; the muscular-minded Amazon 
watches old Leo rasping the shin-bone 
with his rough tongue. The Sunday 


habitué, besides, will pass all London in review in the course of the season—from the 
Prince and Princess to the latest fantastic embassador from 


LAY 


’ 


‘*Cruel islands 'mid the far-off sea.”’ 
The heroes of debate, the silver- 
tongued advocate whom Rumor 
credits with a yearly gain of thirty 
thousand pounds; the sleek and 
Winning fashionable physician 
who fascinates while be cures: 
the professor who crams the Roy- 
al Institution and secures the 
breathless attention of whole 
parterres of pretty women, who 
learn from him to talk of “ things 
which they don’t understand ;” 
the bearded and furrowed trav- 
eler who has seen half the zoo- 
logical collection in their native 
hills, or valleys, or waters; the 
prime donne of last night who 
packed the rival Opera - houses, 
each attended by a proud obse- 
quious court—here they are me- 


THE FLOWER HAWKER. 


andering, lolling, flirting, laughing, or garnishing their discourse with scandal—deli- 


cately as a Gouffé handles ail or vanilla. 


The art of carrying a chair—possibly two 


chairs—with ease and grace is being practiced by dozens of gentlemen, with little 


Lash 
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ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS—THE PARROT WALE. 
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WESTMINSTER ABBEY—THE CHOIR. 
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success. We are not a pliable rare. From their 
artificial eyries the eagles appear to look down, 
with scornful glance, as disdainful of the proudest 
beauty who. raps her dainty parasol against the 
wires of the cage, as of the in*pudent London 
@parrows who skim, chattering, thyough it. 

.* Let us go and see the lynx: there is a fellow 
with a wieked face, if you like,” said my felbow- 
And we went forthwita to afford our 
broad-eared friend a quart Mdhetre de Rabelais. 


pilgrim. 


The lynx was, as the fashionable idler puts it, 
“in good form ;” 
ner to corner, afforded the observing artist a good 
study of the various expressiong ¢f hate and rage. 
He was right. There is not a fore thoroughly 
wicked face in ereation that I cin call to mind 
than that of the lynx in his wra‘hful moments. 
To the Parrot Walk! We agreed that it was 
theronghly English in its early summer dress. 
The canal below creeps through banks of su- 
perb greenery; the banks have “a tender spring 


and, as he was stirred from cor- 


tint; the shrubberies are gay wth flowers; the 
blackthorn fills the air and delights the eye with 
its blossoms; the laburnum ripples‘its gold through 
the laden branches of the limes: The mind is 
strangely disturbed in this ntially English 
lane —that has no look ‘of a gaiiden—when the 
elephants come along with a m-ghty shambling 
gait, and a degraded air under tite cart-whip of 
the keeper; and when the scream’ of the parrots 
draw the eye to their radiant ‘plumes floating 
“He loos as though he 
had been rolling upon your palett>,” said I to my 
fellow-pilgrim, while he dallied w.th the gaudiest 
And the. we talked of 
the varieties of cruel and of kind xpressions that 


under British greenery. 


of the gaudy company. 


are to be found in a zoological ollection: from 
the stealthy, sleek, impassible kw. head of the 
polar bear, to the sinister eye f the skulking 
serpent. 

The lovers of the animals rake the usual 
round, and watch the health and changes of ap- 
pearance of the fine specimefs w'th real anxiety. 
I have known human lovers of t].e wombat; fre- 
quenters who appeared to take a almost family 
interest“in the fretful, shivering | himpanzee, who 
died in our bitter climate of co isumption; and 
special visitors to the cloudy tige’. I came upon 
a member of the Landseer family the Sunday the 
famous old lion ‘died. The kind. old gentleman 
was passing from group to grouy asking sympa- 
thy in his distress; and he gr sped my hand 
when he told me .the bad news, ind looked into 
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my face to watch my distress. The real habitués 
and watchers of the collection were apparent on 
that day; and they were to be seen sauntering 
pensively from cage to cage and house to house, 
marking the condition of each favorite. 

“T always end’ with the naonkeys,” said an illus- 
trious savant to me, when \,e discussed the ways in 
which the various people did the Gardens. 

“And I with the serpents,” said a queenly lady, 
with a soft, small voice. 

“And I with the hippopotamus,” said a sculptor; 
“he is so like Professor Goggleton.” 

We were on the side of the monkeys; and we 
were with the majority. 

In the greenery which is accessible to the Lon- 
doner, in -the Parks, in these Gardens, at Windsor, 
Hampton Court, Greenwich, Chiswick, and Kew, 
there are studies of nature that delight and refresh 
ever) cast of mind. As in the Regent’s Park the 
holiday-maker can study the animal life of every 
clime, so at Kew, in the palm house, he can _ trans- 
port himself from the vapory richness of English 
park scenery to the climes where the banana 
spreads its festoons of luscious food. The rich 
have Chiswick, and the Botanical, and the Horti- 
cultural Gardens: the many are delighted with the 
flower shows of the Crystal Palace and the ever- 
blossoming slopes of Sydenham, that grow in beau- 
ty, year by year, under the loving and learned eye 
of Mr. Grove. These shows and public gardens 
have given to the poorer classes the taste for 
flowers which the hawker satisfies, at a cheap rate, 
even in the faggy lanes of the East End. When 
the primroses are first cried in London streets, the 
poor Cockney feels the first kiss of the Spring 
upon his pale cheeks. He watches the cheapening 
of flowers day by day. It is a pity there are no 
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markets for them—as there are in foreign 
cities—open on spring and summer even- 
mgs to home-returning work-folk. Every 
barrow that appears in the poor man’s 
street is as a fresh landscape to him. 
The wall-flower is a revelation, the ten- 
‘week stock a new season, the carnation a 
dream of sweet Arabia. 

So, may the flower hawker long prosper 
in our Babylon! 


TOO PRESUMING. 


Sap she, ‘‘ Pray tell me, if you can, - 
Why men so bashful are ? 

They fall in love, and dream, and sigh, 
And worship us afar ; 

But when they strive to tell the tale, 

They stutter, hesitate—and fail! 


‘* We ladies like a man, you know,. 
One not afraid to speak—” 

And here I thought a blush appeared 
Upon the maiden’s cheek. 

Then to myself I said, ‘1 see 

This maiden’s heart belongs to me.”’ . 


Ther out I spake: ‘Oh, lady fuir, 
My heart, my life is thine! , 
And since I boldly speak my love, 
Pray wilt thou not be mine?” 
‘*No, Sir!” she, with wondering stare. 
‘Strange, how presuming some men are!” 


BABETTE. 

BABETTE sat in the doorway of the old hut, 
dreaming. Her clumsy shoes were flung aside ; 
her bare feet touched the water that rippled up 
to the very door. ' 

‘* A crazy old place,” the country people called 
it; and there certainly was a wild Ophelia-like 
grace about the ruinous building, crowned with 


tufts of wiry, wind-blown grass that, spiring up | 
' and which she had somehow ascribed to ‘Ttom— 


through the chinks of the roof and in the cran- 
nies of the decaved window-sills, caught here and 
there the sunlight, and lent a changeful charm 
to the desolate spot. 

Far back and bevond it stretched the sea- 


beach, the long sandy levels, over which at tide- | 


rising the sea came crawling up, shaking the old 
ruin to its very foundations. Indeed, there was 
a legend that the last inhabitant of the place— 
a solitary fisherman—had been swept away one 
wild night long ago, when the waves broke over 
the roof of his habitation. At any rate, though 
the village below and the great hotels on the 
cliffs were overflowing with summer guests, no 
one had sought to utilize this habitation, though 
the boys had signalized its advantages in a rude 
placard to this effect, ** This hole house to let.” 
The only occupants to-day were the sea-shells, 
the drifts of sea-weed, and Babette. 

She sat in the doorway on an old boat that 
had floated in thither, bottom side up, in some 
overflow of the sea, and remained there ever 
since. 

In her hands she held a web of that light, 
spider-like work whereby women love to keep 
their active fingers busy, knitting themselves by 
a fairy thread to the actual world, while their 
thoughts are free to wander airily whither they 
wist. 

The girl was looking afar off seaward, where a 
quiet isle, luminous and sun-crowned, dotted the 
distance half-way out—idle, pleasant, drifted 
away from the cares of the busy main-land, and 
basking dreamily‘in the rosy light. 

Babette sympathized with that island. It 
seemed to her it would be a gracious thing to 
get away from the actual commonplace necessi- 
ties of life as she had known it; to dwell apart in 
some trance-like solitude from the tramp and 
whirl and worry of existence. For the girl had 
been a hard worker in her time, as many dreamy- 
eyed women are, and they were not altogether 
idle and cloud-like fancies that absorbed her as 
she sat. For she was a business woman, was 
Babette, and that moment was. revolving the 
problem of getting a living. The peach bloom 
on her cheek, and the young light in her eyes, 
did not render the problem less difficult of so- 
lution. 

Her school-days at the village academy were 

*ended—those doubtful yet quiescent days when, 
by dint of incessant drudgery as an under 
teacher, she had wrung out a sort of education 
for herself, and graduated in fluttering white at 
once and forever out of the caterpillar state. 
That pretty excitement, that brief flash of light 
on her stormy pathway, over, she had come back 
to her old aunt Marget’s cabin. But she could 
not live there dependent; live and die there. 
Its scanty fare, its bare floors, its solitude among 
the hills, its shelter of Wind-swept pines that 
climbed the sterile crags and looked down on the 
far ocean—these things had satisfied her once, as 
it had satisfied her to hunt sea-shells along the 
shore with Cousin, Tom. 

But Cousin Tom had gone out from the sea- 
shore to the great sea and the great world beyond. 
Why should she not do so too? 

A sharp but not unkindly voice broke in upon 
her reverie. ‘* Babette! Why what upon airth! 
Child you'll get your death o' cold, as I've oft- 
en told you afore, in this damp, unwholesome 
place.” 

The speaker's tall, wiry figure and clean sun- 
bonnet carried an incisive meaning with them, 
well calculated to put to flight dreams of what- 
ever nature. 

‘*T haven't been here long, Aunt Marget,” 
said Babette, rousing with a flush from her 
reverie. 

‘*Why, I’ve been looking for you this hour 
past, ‘pears to me. Professor Peebles has been 


to the house inquirin’ arter you, and he’s coming 
agen.” 

Babette did not appear to be exhilarated by 
the information. She sat listless, her foot play- 
ing idly with the dimpling water. 

‘¢ I’m on an arrant down to the village,” said 
the busy old woman; ‘‘but you can run home 
and tidy up things a bit, and dress yourself.”’ 

‘*T—I can't. I don’t want to see him.” 

La, child, you mustn't be so bashful! He 
wants to see you. So run along and smart your- 
self up.” 

A school-master and a parson were in Aunt 
Marget’s eyes two objects of special reverence. 

‘* But I'm so—so tired,” urged Babette, with 
some hesitation. 

‘*'Tired!” repeated the old woman, not un- 
kindly. ‘*I don’t know what has come over 
young folks nowadays: in my time it took some- 
thing to tire ‘em. Well, child, youll feel better 
when you've had a morsél of something, and 
dressed yourself. Put on that new white dress 
for once in a way, just to please Master Peebles.” 

‘* My white dress! Why, aunty, you're get- 
ting extravagant. I want to save that white 
dress.” 

‘*Tut, tut, child, you ought to be more grate- 

‘*Grateful! Aunt Marget, why should I be 
grateful to that old snuff-taking professor? I 
like him not: EF will be to him no more a pupil.” 
In her excitement the girl’s words gathered a 
certain faint foreign accent, and she waved her 
hand with a gesture significant of utter contempt. 
‘* Why?" she repeated, her nostrils dilating. 

Aunt Marget, nothing shaken by the wrath she 
had excited, said, quietly, ‘* He gave you that 
dress.” 

The flushed face grew white as the sea-sand. 
A gray shadow fell upon it, changing its fresh 
young beauty as night-fall changes the sea- 
shore. 

She turned away silently, and Aunt Marget 
pursued her errand along the beach. 

That dress with its pretty rutlles, its dainty 
fulds and ribbons, in which Babette had for once 
felt young and fresh and lightsome as other girls, 


she must give up that pretty dream now. In- 
stead of that she had been humiliated, a recipi- 
ent of hateful favors. Her aunt was tired of 
her—her aunt, whose goodness she had never 
doubted, tired of her, felt her.a burden, and 
had accepted the assistance of strangers. 

‘*T must go away!” said poor Babette, writh- 
‘ng in her stricken pride; ** but whither?” 

Sinking down on the old skeleton boat, she 
buried her face in her hands. 

Aunt Marget, as she was called by all her 
neighbors, was a well-known character in these 
parts. Her tall spare figure, and clean scant 
calico, Were familiar to every one who dwelt 
alongshore; and a rude sort of respect was ac- 
corded her, notwithstanding that she ranked 
among the poorest of the poor. 

A thorough-going woman was Aunt Marget, 
after the Néw England type; angular, thrifty, 
uncompromising ; having no thought of adapting 
herself to modern times and ways; having no 
misgiving of her fitness for any thing in this 
world or the next; neither humiliated by her 
position nor harboring a thought of rising 
above it. 

She cultivated her little garden-patch with her 
own horny hands, and in the season eked out her 
scanty living by selling fish, or clams, or the like 
to the big hotels farther down the shore. 

It had never occurred to her that any kith or 
kin of hers was entitled to be on the charity list 
because her hands were hard with labor and her 
back overburdened—bless you, no! There was 
Tom, now, the wild young fellow: she Aad had 
her hands full with ‘om; but, after all, the boy 
had turned out not so bad—not so bad, thank 
Providence, after all! 

Yet why her poor silly sister should have mar- 
ried a foreigner, and a Frenchman at that—a 
ne’er-do-weel, who never did any thing in the 
world worth doing but going out of it—ywhy 
Providence should have permitted such a thing, 
was a problem she could not clearly make out. 
But when the sister died also, leaving her little 
ten-year-old Babette to Marget’s keeping, the 
burden was cheerfully accepted, without refer- 
ence to the problem involved. 

Not knowing exactly what to do with her little 
pensioner, Aunt Marget sent her to the village 
academy: that at least would get the problem 
out of her way for a little time, and the child 
would be losing that heathenish accent. 

Very scant were the scrapings that went to 
support the orphan at school, and Babette had 
had some bitter experience of her own in the 
way of half pupil, half teacher, and wholly drudge 
in the great seminary which was the pride of 
the place. 

Very few friends she had, fewer still since 
Tom had gone for a sailor. She longed for a 
friend, and fate, as is its wont, had sent sinister 
answer to her prayers in the shape of Professor 
Peebles, the teacher of mathematics. This man 
made himself odious to the girl by his officious 
attentions, which her humble position rendered 
more annoying because she was so much in his 
power. 

Politely, and with as little expression as possi- 
ble, she hated the professor and his mathematics. 
A big empty-headed man, with a soul the size of 
a cipher, a smart figure, a wig, and a gold- 
headed cane; an elderly man, who had never 
attained the beauty and dignity of age, and 
never would: oh, the learned professor, with all 
his arithmetics at his back, could not render 
any solution of this one hunible maiden’s shy- 
ness and coldness. Neither Euclid nor common- 
sense shed any light, and he pursued his stupid 
fancy until the young girl learned to shun his 
presence with unspeakable antipathy. 

And here he was seeking her out again. And 
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_ I have you all in my power now.” 
out his hand, but Labette eluded the grasp. 


| she had accepted a gift from him, and shone and 


blushed and been happy in the rag that her anger 
should have burned to ashes. Her whole nature 
felt demoralized and beggared by the thought. 
But over all the ruin and desolation the remem- 
brance of ‘Tom lingered like a glimmer of sun- 
light. 
in it might not be so utterly desolate, after all. 

And so thinking, she stretched herself out 
wearily on the old boat and fell asleep. 

The twilight faded over the sea, the long 
stretches of sand lost their vellow lustre, an om- 
inous shadow, like an east wind made visible, 
brooded in the sky—and still Babette slept. 

Slept while the tide came creeping, creeping, 
with snake-like silence and rapidity, farther up 
the shore, lapping in the drifts of sea-weed to 
wash them ocean-ward again, and making an 
island of the sand-bank where the old hut 
stood. 

At last it touched the top of the upturned 
shallop, it kissed the bared feet of the sleeper, 
and she awoke. Scared and amazed, she rubbed 
her eves and looked about. On every side a very 
ocean seemed to stretch, rising, rising, swayed 
by a fierce wind, gathering wrath against the 
day of wrath, the blackening, on-rushing tem- 
pest! Only at the back of the hut a slim, thread- 
like peninsula still stretched a little way out to- 
ward the rocks beyond. 

On this peninsula at this moment stood a 
horseman—a wiry, well-brushed man, angular 
as one of Euclid’s problems. Babette looked 
upon him with wide, startled eyes, as if she saw 
an embodied nightmare. 

‘*(uick!” hecried. ‘* There’s not a moment 
to lose. You will have to ride for your life, or 
swim, Come, my pretty one, Ive been waiting 
for you all the afternoon. Give me one kiss, 
and mount here by my side.” 

Babette shuddered. ‘* You do well to insult 
me when no one is near, Master Peebles. I am 
in no need of assistance. I will wait till the tide 
falls.” 

Falls!” he repeated, with an unpleasant 
laugh, ‘*the tide to-night will be many a foot 
over that old hovel. Come.” 

There was no answer. 

‘** You are a little fool,” said theschool-master, 
violently. ‘* I can compel you to come with me. 
He stretched 


‘** You will not stay here and die?” he queried. 

‘** If God sends no one else to my rescue.” 

‘*(‘ome, come, that is childish nonsense and 
stubbornness. God has sent me. You are risk- 
ipg my life as well: I shall have some ado now 


To go out into a world which held ‘Tom , 


to reach shore with this old nag. though he can | 


swim pretty well. ‘Ihe tide is rising every min- 
ute; there is a great storm coming. Nobody 
will see you. Only one kiss, and I will bear 
you in my arms to safety.” 

‘*T will not give it—not to buy heaven.” 

‘* But you shall!” he cried, his face gathering 
passion and insolence at the unaccustomed 
thwarting of his will. ‘*It is my duty to save 
your life, my girl, and I must do it in my own 
way.” 
A cry of fear ahd despair broke from the lips 
of Babette as she looked at the face confronting 
her—a face whose hard and cruel lines a life-long 
submission to rules and decency had only deep- 
ened. ‘Those lines, distorted now, losing the sanc- 
timonious smirk that was their wont, revealed 
as on a map a very villain. 

‘** God help me!” she said, and turned to fle— 
whither? ‘To fling herself into the waves and be 
carried out to the great hungry depths beyond ? 
Death was not a pleasant thing*for a young girl 
tocontemplate—a young girl full of rosy life, just 
lifting her blossom-like head to look at the world. 
There was a good deal to love, after all, in the 
world, with all its shadows: and there was Tom. 
Tom was no shadow. But Babette did not hesi- 
tate for one instant. She had some of the old 
Puritan blood in her veins, or, perhaps, some of 
the old Huguenot—a stubbornness that had made 
good martyrs when need was. She would have 
died rather than submit to be saved by this 
man. 

At that moment, as she turned away, glancing 
with despairing and fearful eyes over the en- 
croaching waste, a vision seemed to pass before 
them; their blue orbs dilated, gathered sudden 
gleam and light. A little boat, manned by a 
single oarsman, rounded the corner of the island. 

The school-master saw it also. He delayed 
not an instant, but plunging with his horse into 
the seething waters, made his struggling way to- 
ward the farther shore. For the oarsman was 
sailor Tom, and with a cry Babette, dripping, 
trembling, sprang into his outstretched arms. 

Tom, with his sun-browned face, his bronzed 
hands, with the blue anchor pricked on the back 
—Tom was a “‘born sailor,” as Aunt Marget 
had often declared ; but the lad loved home too, 
especially when home meant Babette. He had 
come home to tell her good news: he was to be 
first mate on his next voyage. He had lifted 
the latch hastily, intending to give her a glad sur- 
prise. Cold disappointment, unexpected blank! 
there he only found Aunt Marget, just returned 
by the hill road, and half distraught to find Ba- 
bette still absent. ‘Tom had not staid an instant. 
He knew Babette’s haunts well ; he comprehend- 
ed her possible danger. 

There was a gay supper-party that night in 
Aunt Marget’s kitchen, and Tom and Babette 
sat side by side, while the storm wept away its 
fury without. 

“<The last stone of that\pld hut has gone un- 
der by this, I reckon,” said/'Tom, listening. 

**Glad of it,” was the savage comment of 
Aunt Marget, while she poured out a hot cap of 
tea for Babette. ‘* Crazy old place—no use to 
nobody; and Babette would always be hanker- 
ing after it and haunting it as long as it hung 
together.” 

shouldn't haunt it much after this, I think,” 


suid Babette, with a shiver. ‘*I shall have to 
hunt up new places.” 

‘*It all comes of vour havin’ furrin blood in 
your veins,” added the old woman, reflectively. 
** 1 shall be skeered now every time you are out 
of my sight, an’ luokin’ after you the hull blessed 
time !” 

‘I can't consent to your being bothered in 
that manner, aunty, at your time of life,* said - 
Tom, benevolently. ‘1 shall take Babette out 
of your way next voyage. The capn’s willing 
—and she does need looking after.” 

** Bless my soul!” said Aunt Marget. lifting 
up both her hands; ‘‘ you're in a hurry, ain't 
you? Well, well, I say nothin’ agen it, if Ba- 
bette doesn't see her way clear to better herself.” 

Babette sat silent, smiling rosily. 

** And, aunty,” added Tom, demurely, *‘ you 
may cut up that white dress of Babie’s for pil- 
low-slips, if you choose. I've another for her in 
my big wooden chest aboard.” 

** Babette’s too high-spereted to take a gift 
from any ornary mortal,” said Aunt Marget, 
curtly, remembering with lingering regret her 
ambitious hopes in regard to I’rofessor Peebles. 

‘* This will be her wedding-dress, you know,” 
said Tom; ‘*and she won't want two.” 


BEETLES 

Tuat class of insects which naturalists term 
Coleoptera, and in common parlance are known 
by the name of beetles, seems to have been stud- 
ied with more interest and care than most other’ 
entomological species spread over the globe. The 
ancients knew them under the name of scarabwzi; 
and almost all offer to the eye the bright colors 
of the rainbow and the beautiful metallic effects 
which have from the earliest time attracted the 
attention of men. ‘There is no difficulty in dis- 
tinguishing them from other insects, owing to 
their wings, which are four in number. The 
under ones are slender, marked with ramified 
nervures, folding and unfolding with remarkable 
facility when the insect takes its flight or settles 
on any object. The upper wings are of a hard 
texture, and form sheaths for the others; they 
are termed *‘ elytra,” and open at right angles to 
the body when fiving, never beating or vibrating. 
Their name is legion, and it is asserted that not 
less than-a hundred thousand varieties have been 
marked in different collections. 

The individual species of scarabzi may be di- 
vided into seven principal classes, of which the 
first, that of the Cetoniidz, comprehends a series 
of beautiful insects, which feed on the juices of 
flowers. . The golden beetle is one of the most 
charming ; in some countries it is called the king 
of the beetles. It is of a golden green, with white 
spots; when it flies in the sun, scarcely raising 
the elytra, its whole body sparkles like polished 
metal. During the summer months it lives in 
gardens, always choosing the most brilliantly eci- 
ored flowers on which to rest; it penetrates to 
the hearts of the roses and peonies, or settles on 
the petals of the honeysuckle, which it eats, 
sucking the honeyed liquid. It is perfectly in- 
offensive, does no harm to vegetation, and has 
not the unpleasant smell which belongs tu many 
of the tribe. The females lay their eggs at the 
foot of trees, ame@ng decaved wood, and even in 
the nests of ants. Here the young larvex find 
their nourishment in woody morsels for three 
years, and then construct their cocoons, from 
which in due time the beetle emerges. (One beau- 
tiful- kind, found in the Philippine Islands, is so 
much admired by the ladies that they are kept 
as pets in small bamboo cages. The Brazilian 
species are of an immense size. and may be seen 
resting under the leaves of the maize plantations, 
or flying round the tops of the tallest trees. 
These, again, are surpassed in size by the Goli- 
ath, which is peculiar to tropical Africa. Col- 
lectors have been so anxious for specimens, and 
found them so difficult to obtain, that as much 
as $250 has been given for one of these insects, 
which are the common food of the natives when 
roasted. 

The sacred beetle of the Egyptians belongs to 
the Coprinz ; its singular instincts had without 
doubt much astonished them, for it is found on 
the most ancient monuments in the land of the 
Pharaohs, depicted on amulets, placed in sar- 
cophagi, and treated with the greatest veneration 
by the dwellers on the banks of the Nile. They 
were an agricultural people, and valued these 
great black insects for their habit of clearing 
away noxious substances. An oily substance 
which they secrete keeps their skins bright and 
glossy, so that none of the dirty matter among 
which they live can adhere to them. The fore- 
feet are armed with spines; while the hind ones 
are much longer, and suited for the work they 
have to perform. ‘The care which the female 
takes for the preservation of its eggs and the de- 
velopment of its larve is very curious. Instead 
of simply hiding them, like other beetles, in a 
lump of mud or some little cavity, where the egg 
is laid, she surrounds it with manure, and rolls 
it up into a little ball with her hind-legs ; soon it 
is a solid, well-kneaded mass, with the egg in 
the centre. Already a choice has been made of 
a suitable place where the larvz, when hatched, 
can find a living. Toward this point she sets 
out, rolling the ball before her: meeting with 
some obstacle, or a rough piece of ground, she 
places the lump on her broad head, and thus car- 
ries it_over. But should it prove insurmounta- 
ble. she flies off to seek other aid, and soon re- 
turns with five or six others, who assist her by 
pushing on all sides, and thus carry the precious 
burden to its destination. Then the hole must be 
dug in which to deposit it—th: fote-legs now 
come into: play, being especially formed for 
spades—and when it is deep enough the ball is 
rolled in, the hind-legs brush down the earth, and 
every trace of the hole disappears under the par- 
ent’s indefatigable labor. 


SuppLement, Octoner 5, 1872.] 
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